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THE  PRICE  HE  PAID 


CHAPTER  I. 

A DARK  SPOT. 

The  whole  landscape  lay  in  bright  sunshine. 
Clear  as  a mirror  gleamed  the  broad  smooth  surface 
of  the  lake,  faithfully  reflecting  the  image  of  the 
town  which  rose  in  picturesque  beauty  on  its  shores, 
while  in  the  distance,  vividly  distinct,  appeared  the 
jagged  peaks  and  dazzling  summits  of  the  snow- 
covered  mountains. 

A suburb  rich  in  villas  and  gardens  lined  the 
shore.  In  its  midst  stood  a pretty,  detached  habita- 
tion of  modest  aspect.  It  was  a one  storied  cottage, 
by  no  means  spacious,  and  showing  signs  of  no 
special  luxury  within  or  without.  An  open  vine- 
traceried  veranda  formed  well-nigh  its  sole  orna- 
ment; yet  there  was  an  air  of  reflnement  about  the 
little  place,  and  it  had  a right  friendly  pleasant 
look,  thanks  to  its  fresh  white  walls  and  green 
jalousies ; while  the  surrounding  garden,  not  very 
large,  truly,  but  highly  cultivated,  and  stretching 
away  to  the  iDorder  of  the  lake,  had  a peculiar  charm 
of  its  own,  and  greatly  added  to  the  general  attract- 
iveness of  the  little  country-house. 

In  the  veranda,  which  afforded  ample  protec- 
tion from  the  sun’?:  ardent  rays,  and  where,  even 
at  noonday,  a certain  degree  of  coolness  might 
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be  enjoyed,  two  gentlemen  were  pacing,  talking  as 
they  walked. 

The  elder  of  the  two  was  a man  of,  it  might  be, 
about  fifty  years ; but  old  age  seemed  to  have  come 
upon  him  prematurely,  for  his  form  was  bent  and 
his  hair  as  gray  as  it  could  well  be.  The  deeply 
furrowed  face,  too,  bore  evidence  of  by-gone  strug- 
gles, perhaps  of  sorrows  and  sufferings  of  many 
kinds  endured  in  the  past,  and  the  sharp,  bitter 
lines  about  the  mouth  gave  a harsh  and  almost  hos- 
tile expression  to  a countenance  which  must  once 
have  been  bright  with  ardor  and  intelligence.  In 
the  eye  alone  there  still  blazed  a fire  which  neither 
years  nor  the  hard  experiences  of  life  had  had 
power  to  quench,  and  which  was  in  singular  con- 
trast with  the  silvered  head  and  drooping  carriage. 

His  companion  was  much  younger ; a man  slender 
of  build  and  of  average  height,  with  features  which, 
though  not  strictly  regular,  were  yet  in  the  high- 
est degree  attractive,  and  grave,  earnest  blue  eyes. 
His  light  chestnut  hair  waved  over  a fine  open  fore- 
head. There  was  that  slight  paleness  of  complex- 
ion which  tells  not  of  sickliness,  but  of  keen  intellec- 
tual activity  and  a constant  mental  strain;  and  the 
predominant  expression  was  one  of  q^uiet  steadfast- 
ness, such  as  is  but  rarely  stamped  on  a face  at 
seven  or  eight  and  twenty.  There  could  hardly  be 
a sharper  contrast  than  that  afforded  by  these  two 
men. 

“So  you  are  really  going  to  leave  us  already, 
George?”  asked  the  elder,  in  a regretful  tone. 

The  young  man  smiled. 

“Already?  I think  I have  made  claim  enough 
on  your  hospitality,  doctor.  When  I came,  I had 
no  intention  of  staying  on  for  weeks ; but  you  re- 
ceived me  with  such  hearty  kindness,  I*  might 
have  been  some  near  and  dear  relation,  instead  of  a 
stranger  who  could  only  boast  a college  friendship 
with  your  son.  I shall  never  forget ” 

“Pray  do  not  thank  me  for  that  which  has  been  a 
pleasure  to  myself,”  the  doctor  interrupted  him.  “ I 
only  fear  that  at  home  you  may  have  to  pay  a 
penalty  for  the  hospitality  you  here  have  enjoyed. 
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To  have  staid  at  my  house  will  be  accounted  a 
crime  in  Assessor  Winterfeld  a crime  which  will 
hardly  meet  with  forgiveness.  I have  never  con- 
cealed from  you  the  fact  that  your  visit  here  is  a 
venture  which  may  compromise  your  whole  posi- 
tion.” 

The  ironical  tone  of  this  warning  called  up  a tran- 
sient flush  to  young  Winterfeld’s  brow,  and  ac- 
counted for  the  vivacity  with  which  he  answered: 

“ I think  I have  shown  you  that  I am  capable  of 
maintaining  my  own  independence  under  all  and 
any  circumstances.  My  position,  I should  hope, 
lays  me  under  no  obligation  to  avoid  friendly  re- 
lations which  are  of  a purely  private  nature.” 

“ You  think  not?  I am  convinced  of  the  contrary. 
On  your  return  we  shall  see  which  of  us  is  right. 
Remember  this,  George ; you  are  under  Baron  von 
Raven’s  regime.” 

“ I do  not  imagine  that  my  chief  troubles  himself 
greatly  about  the  holiday  excursions  of  his 
officials,”  said  George,  quietly.  “He  is  severe,  in- 
exqrable  even,  in  all  matters  relating  to  the  service, 
but  he  never  interferes  in  our  private  concerns. 
That  justice  I must  do  him,  though  I do  not  rank 
among  his  friends.  I am,  as  you  know,  a thorough- 
going opponent  of  the  tendencies  he  represents,  and 
therefore  personally  opposed  to  himself ; albeit,  as 
his  subordinate,  I find  myself  for  the  time  being 
compelled  to  silence  and  obedience.” 

“For  the  time  being?”  echoed  the  doctor,  sarcas- 
tically. “ I tell  you,  he  means  to  teach  j^ou  lasting 
silence  and  obedience,  and  if  you  do  not  show  your- 
self teachable  he  will  crush  and  ruin  you.  That  is 
his  way,  as  it  is  the  way  of  all  such  despicable  par- 
venues.” 

George  shook  his  head  gravely. 

“You  go  too  far.  The  baron  has  many  enemies, 
and  1 do  not  doubt  that  in  secret  much  hatred  and 
bitterness  are  entertained  toward  him,  but  as  yet  no 
one  has  ventured  to  speak  his  name  with  con- 
tempt.” 

“Well,  I venture  it,  then,”  said  the  doctor,  with 
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sudden  vehemence;  “and,  truly,  not  without  good 
grounds.” 

The  young  man  looked  at  him  in  silence,  then, 
after  . a pause  of  a second,  he  laid  his  hand  on  his 
arm. 

“ Dr.  Brunnow,  forgive  me  if  I ask  you  a question 
which  may,  perhaps,  seem  indiscreet.  What  is  this 
matter  between  you  and  my  chief?  Whenever  his 
name  is  mentioned,  you  betray  an  amount  of  bit- 
terness which  cannot  possibly  have  its  origim  in 
mere  political  opposition.  You  seem  to  know  him 
intimately.” 

Brunnow’s  lips  twitched : 

“We  were  friends  once,”  he  answered,  in  alow 
voice ; “ young  men  together.  ” 

“Impossible!”  exclaimed  George.  “You  and ” 

“ His  Excellency  Baron  Arno  von  Raven,  Governor 

of  the  Province  of  R , and  closest  friend  and 

confidant  of  our  present  rulers,”  completed  the 
doctor,  laying  a sharp,  scornful  emphasis  on  each 
word.  “That  surprises  you,  does  it  not?” 

“Certainly.  I had  no  notion  of  any  such  ac- 
quaintance between  you.” 

“How  should  you?  It  dates  almost  half  a genera- 
tion back.  In  those  days  he  was  only  plain  Arno 
Raven,  and  as  poor  and  unknown  as  myself.  We 
learned  to  know  each  other  in  stormy,  troubled 
times,  meeting  in  the  ranks  of  the  party  to  which 
we  both  belonged.  Raven  with  his  splendid  talents 
and  restless  energy  soon  worked  to  the  front,  and 
became  leader  of  us  all.  We  followed  him  with 
blind  confidence — I more  especially,  for  I loved  him 
as  I have  loved  no  human  being  since,  not  even  my 
wife  or  child.  All  the  enthusiasm  of  my  youth  was 
lavished  on  him.  He  was  my  hero,  to  whom  I 
looked  up  with  ardent  admiration — my  ideal,  my 
pride — until  the  day  when  he  betrayed  and  deserted 
us  all,  when  he  sacrificed  honor  to  ambition,  and 
sold  himself  body  and  soul  to  our  enemies,  giving 
us  up  at  the  same  time  to  perdition.  They  call  me 
‘misanthropic,’  those  wise  folk  who  have  never 
had  their  illusions  rudely  dispelled— who  have  never 
met  despair  face  to  face.  If  indeed  I am  a misan- 


A DARK  SPOT 


9 


thrope.  my  nature  was  warped  to  bitterness  on  that 
day  when,  losing  my  friend,  I lost  with  him  all  faith 
in  mankind.” 

He  turned  away  in  great  agitation.-  Evidently 
the  memory  of  that  long  by-gone  event  still  shook 
the  man’s  whole  being  to  its  depths. 

“So  there  is  some  foundation  for  those  reports 
which  hint  at  a dark  spot  in  the  baron’s  past,”  re- 
marked George,  thoughtfully.  “ I have  heard 
rumors  and  vague  allusions,  but  no  one  ever  ap- 
peared to  have  any  positive  knowledge  on  the  sub- 
ject. The  matter  must  always  have  escaped  pub- 
licity, for  Raven  is  only  known  as  the  energetic,  un- 
yielding representative  of  the  government.”  j 

“ Renegades  are  ever  the  most  untiring  persecutors  ' 
of  the  faith  they  have  abandoned,”  said  Brunnow, 
gloomily;  “and  there  was  always  a dangerous  ele- 
ment at  work  in  Arno  Raven,  a fierce,  consuming, 
all-mastering  ambition.  This  was  his  ruling  pas- 
sion, the  true  mainspring  of  his  actions;  and  this  it 
was  which  finally  brought  about  his  fall.  His 
thoughts  were  constantly  running  on  power  and 
greatness  to  be  achieved  in  the  future ; he  longed  to 
govern,  to  command,  cost  what  it  might,  and  he 
has  obtained  his  heart’s  desire.  His  career  is  ab- 
solutely unexampled.  From  poverty  and  obscurity 
he  has  risen  step  by  step  from  one  dignity,  from 
one  high  distinction  to  another.  On  becoming  the 
son-in-law  of  the  minister  whose  acknowledged 
favorite  he  had  ever  been,  he  was  exalted  to  the 
rank  of  baron,  and  at  this  moment  he  is  the  well- 
nigh  omnipotent  governor  of  one  of  the  principal 
provinces  of  the  land.  He  stands  on  the  lofty  pin- 
nacle whereof  he  used  to  dream ; but,  I,  whom  he 
drove  into  prison  and  into  banishment,  who  can  look 
back  only  on  a weary  course  of  years  full  of  the 
most  bitter  disappointments,  and  who,  standing  now 
on  the  threshold  of  old  age,  have  still  to  wrestle  with 
the  material  cares  of  life — I would  not  exchange  my 
lowly  lot  for  his  greatness.  He  has  paid  for  it  a 
heavy  price — the  price  of  his  honor.” 

The  speaker  w^s  terribly  agitated.  He  broke  off, 
and  turning,  strode  a few  times  up  and  down  the 
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veranda,  striving  to  conquer  his  emotion.  After  a 
while  he  came  back  to  George,  who  was  standing: 
silent  and  full  of  thought. 

“I  have  not  touched  on  this  subject  for  years,”  he 
began  again;  “but  I owed  it  to  you  to  speak 
frankly.  You  are  no  blind,  ductile  instrument,  such 
as  Raven  requires,  such  as  alone  he  suffers  about 
him ; and  I fear  an  hour  may  come  when  you  will 
find  yourself  compelled  to  refuse  him  obedience,  if 
you  wish  to  remain  true  to  your  principles,  and  to 
quit  yourself  as  an  honorable  man.  What  your 
after-fate  may  be  beyond  that  turning-point  is  in- 
deed another  question.  Stand  fast,  George ! 
Through  all  the  dislike  and  antagonism  you  nurture 
in  your  heart  toward  him,  there  runs  a subtle,  secret 
vein  of  admiration  for  this  man,  and  I can  under- 
stand it  but  too  well.  He  has  ever  exercised  a really 
magic  influence  over  all  who  have  come  into  con- 
tact with  him.  You  yourself  cannot  altogether 
escape  it,  and  for  this  reason  I have  thought  it 
necessary  to  enlighten  you  on  the  subject  of  Baron 
von  Raven.  You  know  now  what  manner  of  man 
he  is.” 

“ I thought  so,  I declare ! There  they  are  again 
in  the  thick  of  their  politics,  or  immersed  in  some 
other  interminable  debate,”  said  a voice  behind 
them.  “ I have  been  hunting  for  you  all  over  the 
house,  George.  Good-morning,  father.” 

The  speaker,  who  now  stepped  into  the  veranda, 
was,  apparently,  George’s  junior  by  some  years, 
but  taller  and  of  stronger  build  than  his  friend — a 
fresh-looking,  vigorous  young  man,  with  a frank 
open  face,  clear  eyes,  and  a plentiful  crop  of  curly 
light  hair.  He  cast  one  scrutinizing  glance  at  his 
father’s  face,  still  crimsoned  by  agitation,  and 
then  went  on : 

“You  should  not  excite  yourself  so  much  with 
your  discussions,  father.  You  know  how  injurious 
it  is  to  you ; moreover,  you  have  been  hard  at  work 
already  this  morning,  I see.” 

So  saying,  he  walked  up  to  a table  covered  with 
books  and  papers,  which  stood  at  a little  distance, 
and  began  turning  over  some  written  pages. 
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“Let  that  alone,  Max,”  said  his  father,  im- 
patiently. “You  will  disarrange  the  manuscript, 
and  you  take  no  interest  in  these  abstruse  scientific 
studies.” 

“Because  I have  no  time  for  them,”  answered 
Max,  quietly  laying  down  the  papers.  “ A young 
assistant-surgeon  at  a hospital  cannot  sit  all  day 
poring  over  his  books.  You  know  I have  my  hands 
pretty  full.” 

“Time  might  be  found,”  remarked  Brunnow. 
“What  you  lack  is  inclination.” 

“Well,  inclination,  too,  if  you  like.  Practice  is 
my  study,  and  I dare  say  it  will  get  me  on  as  far.” 

“As  far  as  your  ambition  takes  you,  no  doubt.” 
There  was  an  unmistakable  slight  in  the  father’s 
tone.  “You  will  very  probably  found  an  extensive 
practice,  and  look  on  your  calling  altogether  in  the 
light  of  a lucrative  profession.  I do  not  question  it 
in  the  least.” 

At  this  Max  evidently  had  to  fight  down  some 
rising  irritation,  but  he  answered  with  tolerable 
calm : 

“ I shall  certainly  found  a practice  of  my  own  at 
the  earliest  opportunity.  You  might  have  done  the 
same  twenty  years  ago,  but  you  preferred  to  write 
medical  works  which  bring  you  in  very  little  money, 
and  at  the  best  only  obtain  recognition  from  some 
few  choice  spirits  among  your  colleagues.  Tastes 
differ.” 

“As  our  conception  of  life  differs.  You  do  not 
know  what  it  means  to  sacrifice  yourself — to  live 
for  science.” 

“I  sacrifice  myself  for  nobody,”  said  Max,  de- 
fiantly. “I  intend  conscientiously  to  fulfill  my 
duties  in  life,  and  shall  think  that,  in  so  doing,  I 
have  done  enough.  You  have  a fancy  for  useless 
self-immolation,  father.  I have  none.” 

“ Leave  this  incorrigible  realist  to  his  errors,  doc- 
tor,” struck  in  George,  who  from  the  irritated  tone 
of  both  men  began  to  fear  a scene,  such  as  was  not 
unfrequent  between  father  and  son.  “I  have  long 
given  up  all  attempt  to  convert  him.  But  now  we 
will  neither  of  us  disturb  you  any  longer.  Max 
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promised  to  go  for  a walk  with  me  to  the  wood  this 
morning,  as  soon  as  he  returned.” 

“Now,  just  at  midday?”  asked  the  doctor,  in 
surprise.  “Why  not  go  later?” 

Some  slight  confusion  was  visible  in  young  Win- 
terfeld’s  face,  but  he  quickly  mastered  it. 

“ Later  on  I have  to  pack  up  and  make  ready  for 
my  departure,  and  I should  like  to  take  one  last 
look  at  the  lake  and  the  mountains.  It  is  hard  on 
me,  I assure  you,  to  go  away  and  leave  them.” 

“That  I believe,”  said  Max,  with  a peculiar  and 
rather  malicious  intonation;  but  he  relapsed  into 
silence  on  meeting  his  friend’s  half -angry,  half -im- 
ploring glance. 

Brunnow  seemed  to  attach  no  importance  to  the 
matter.  He  waved  them  a hasty  farewell,  and 
went  up  to  his  writing-table  again,  while  the  two 
young  men  strode  through  the  garden,  and  Max 
having  opened  the  iron  gate,  struck  into  the  foot- 
path which  ran  close  to  the  border  of  the  lake. 
They  went  on  some  time  in  silence.  George  seemed 
grave  and  thoughtful,  and  the  young  surgeon  was 
evidently  in  a very  ill-humor,  to  which  the  recent 
conversation  with  his  father  and  the  approaching 
departure  of  his  friend  may  have  conduced  in  equal 
shares. 

“So  this  is  the  last  day  you  are  to  spend  here!” 
he  began  at  length ; “and  what  good  can  I have  of 
it — what  good  have  I had  indeed  of  your  visit  at  all? 
Half  the  time  you  have  passed  with  my  father,  de- 
claiming against  the  condition  of  our  beloved 
country  in  general,  and  the  dictatorship  of  Baron 
von  Raven  in  particular.  When,  after  unheard-of 
efforts,  I have  been  so  lucky  as  to  withdraw  you 
from  the  political  ground,  you  have  abused  my 
friendship  in  the  most  shameful  manner,  making 
me  stand  sentry  in  the  noonday  glare,  at  a tempera- 
ture of  86  Fahrenheit.  A most  agreeable  post,  I 
must  say!” 

“What  a way  of  speaking!”  said  George,  im- 
patiently. “ I merely  asked  you ” 

“ To  keep  watch  that  you  should  not  be  disturbed 
in  your  meetings— quite  accidental  meetings,  of 
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course — 'with  Fraulein  von  Harder.  That  is  what 
we,  in  plain  English,  call  ‘standing  sentry!'  How 
many  such  chance  encounters  may  you,  with  or 
without  my  co-operation  as  walking  gentleman, 
have  enacted  on  this  stage?  Take  care  the  mamma 
does  not  get  to  hear  of  these  sociable  little  rambles.” 

“You  know  that  my  leave  is  out,  and  that  I must 
start  to-morrow,”  was  the  rather  curt  reply. 

Max  heaved  a little  sigh. 

“Ah,  the  interview  is  likely  to  last  a tremendous 
time  to-day,  I see.  Don’t  be  offended,  old  fellow. 
It  may  be  very  interesting  to  you  to  swear  eternal 
fidelity  by  the  sun,  moon,  and  stars,  but,  for  an  out- 
sider, the  business  is  excessively  tedious,  particu- 
larly with  such  a temperature  as  we  have  to-day.  I 
may  safely  say  it  is  the  warmest  proof  of  friendship 
I ever  gave  a man  in  my  life.” 

Talking  thus,  they  had  reached  the  “wood,”  really 
nothing  more  than  a group  of  chestnut  trees  shad- 
ing a stretch  of  meadow-land  on  the  border  of  the 
lake.  It  was  a favorite  and  much  fre(^uented  re- 
sort of  the  townsfolk,  for  from  thence  might  be  had 
a splendid  panoramic  view  of  the  lovely  sheet  of 
water  and  the  grand  surrounding  mountain  s.  Now, 
at  noonday,  the  spot  was  quite  solitary  and  deserted. 
George  who  had  hurried  on  before,  stood  still  and 
gazed  around  expectantly,  but  in  vain.  Max 
sauntered  up  slowly  after  him,  and  in  his  turn  took 
a general  survey,  but  with  no  better  result.  Failing 
to  discover  a figure  in  the  distance,  he  sat  down  be- 
neath one  of  the  mightiest  chestnut  trees,  on  a 
grassy  bank  which  formed  a natural  resting-place, 
and  whence  the  finest  prospect  might  be  enjoyed. 
Leaning  back  in  the  most  comfortable  posture,  he 
watched  his  friend  with  a mixture  of  raillery  and 
compassion,  as  the  latter  paced  up  and  down,  be- 
traying in  every  look  and  action  his  feverish  uneasi- 
ness. 

“I  say,  George,  what  is  to  be  the  end  of  this  love 
affair,  this  romance  of  yours?”  he  began  again, 
after  a protracted  silence. 

The  other  frowned. 
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“ How  often  have  I begged  you  not  to  speak  of  it 
in  that  tone?” 

“Did  I not  express  myself  tenderly  enough? 
There  is  plenty  of  romance  in  your  love,  I should 
fancy.  A young  middle-class  Government  clerk 
without  fortune  or  prospects,  and  a high-born  baron- 
ess and  future  heiress — secret  meetings — prospective 
opposition  of  the  whole  family,  struggles  and  emo- 
tions ad  infinitum.  I congratulate  you  on  all  these 
pleasant  things.  I should  look  on  the  business  as 
an  awkward  one  myself,  I know.” 

“That  I believe,”  said  George,  with  a touch  of  sar- 
casm ; “ but,  my  dear  Max,  you  really  are  not  com- 
petent to  pronounce  on  such  matters.  ” 

“My  nature  being  an  out-and-out  prosaic  one,” 
concluded  Max,  with  perfect  equanimity.  “Well, 
I canT  say  you  there  tell  me  anything  new.  My 
father  perpetually  impresses  on  my  mind  the  fact 
that  I lack  all  tendency  to  the  ideal.  He  has  con- 
scientiously striven  to  impart  to  me  these  more 
elevated  views  and  notions,  but,  unfortunately,  it 
has  not  answered.  I do  not  belong  to  the  class  of 
‘highly  organized  natures,’  such  as  yourself,  for 
instance.  You  are  far  more  to  my  father’s  taste, 
and  I think  he  could  not  hesitate  a moment  could 
he  adopt  you  in  my  place.” 

A smile  passed  over  George’s  face. 

“If  you  agree  to  it,  I have  no  objection.” 

“Just  try  it,”  said  Max,  dryly.  “He  is  exception- 
ally gracious  to  you,  because  he  happens  to  have 
taken  a special  fancy  to  you ; but,  in  real  truth, 
he  is  within  an  ace  of  turning  misanthrope  and  man- 
hater.  Nothing  satisfies  him.  All  his  judgments 
are  distorted,  his  views  tinged  by  that  bitter  irrita- 
bility of  spirit  which  he  ascribes  to  an  unappeased 
yearning  after  the  ideal,  and  that  is  the  ground  of 
the  incessant  warfare  bet  wen  us.  He  cannot  for- 
give me  for  finding  myself  tolerably  comfortable  in 
this  miserable,  worthless  world,  with  which  he 
himself  is  at  perpetual  loggerheads.  In  fact,  mat- 
ters between  us  are  growing  more  and  more  un- 
bearable day  by  day.” 

“You  do  your  father  an  injustice,”  said  George, 
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soothingly.  “The  man  who  has  given  up,  as  he  has 
given  up,  home,  standing,  and  freedom,  to  that 
which  he  calls  his  ideal,  has  a right  to  apply  a 
higher  standard  to  the  world  and  to  his  fellow- 
creatures.” 

“But  I am  not  up  to  the  higher  standard,  you 
see,”  declared  the  young  surgeon,  testily.  “You 
are  much  nearer  the  mark.  This  my  father  de- 
tected at  once,  and  sequestrated  you  to  his  own  use 
accordingly.  You  would  sink  wonderfully  in  his 
estimation  though,  if  he  could  guess  that,  in  the 
very  first  days  of  your  stay  here,  you  committed  the 
boundless  folly  of  falling  in  love.” 

“Max,  I beg  of  jmu,”  his  friend  broke  in  angrily; 
but  Max  was  now  fairly  under  way,  and  was  not  to 
be  stopped. 

“I  repeat  what  I have  said:  it  is  folly,”  he  as- 
serted, roundly.  “You,  with  your  serious  views  of 
life,  your  unceasing  toil,  your  ideal  aims — very 
superfluous  things  in  reality,  no  doubt,  but  with 
you  they  must  be  taken  into  account — and  this  per- 
verse spoilt  child — this  Gabrielle  von  Harder,  who 
has  been  brought  up  in  the  midst  of  riches  and  in  the 
lap  of  luxury,  and  has  been  inoculated  with  all  the 
prejudices  of  her  aristocratic  caste ! Do  you  really 
imagine  that  she  will  ever  have  the  smallest  under- 
standing for  the  things  which  interest  you?  I tell 
you  she  will  give  you  up  directly  the  grave  conse- 
quences of  this  holiday  idyl  become  apparent  to 
her,  and  the  influence  of  her  family  makes  itself 
felt.  You  will  stake  your  all  on  this  game,  will 
waste  your  best  strength  in  struggling  with  the  re- 
lations only  to  be  sacrificed  at  last  to  some  count  or 
baron  who  by  birth  will  be  a suitableJ^ar^^  for  her 
young  ladyship.” 

“No,  no,”  said  George,  with  a burst  of  vehemence. 

“You  hardly  know  Gabrielle.  You  have  never 
been  in  her  company  more  than  a few  minutes  at  a 

time,  while  I ” He  stopped  suddenly,  then 

went  on  in  a softened  voice : “ I know  well  that 
there  is  a gap  between  us,  a great  divergence  be- 
sides that  of  outward  circumstances,  but  she  is  so 
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young,  she  has  hitherto  seen  life’s  sunny  side  only 
— and  there  are  no  limits  to  my  love  for  her.” 

Max  shrugged  his  shoulders  in  a way  which 
plainly  said  that  the  last  reason  appeared  to  him 
highly  unsatisfactory. 

“Every  man  to  his  taste!”  he  said,  coolly.  “This 
limitless  love  would  not  exactly  be  mine,  and,  so 
far  as  I see,  there  is  very  little  to  be  gained  by  it. 
But” — he  stood  up — “it  is  time  for  me  to  go  on 
duty,  for  I see  the  flutter  of  a light  garment  out 
yonder  near  those  elder-bushes,  and  a glow  on  your 
countenance  as  though  the  seventh  heaven  had 
opened  to  your  delighted  vision.  George,  do  me  one 
favor,  I entreat.  Let  not  the  fact  altogther  escape 
your  mind  that  there  is  such  a thing  as  the  noon- 
day hour,  and  that  ordinary  mortals  are  accus- 
tomed then  to  take  a repast.  An  extremely  un- 
practical idea  of  yours,  this  rendezvous  just  in  the 
middle  of  the  day  1 I hope  you  will  not  let  me  per- 
ish from  starvation,  as  a reward  for  my  self-denying 
friendship.  ” 

Having  thus  delivered  himself.  Max  Brunnow 
beat  a retreat.  Young  Winterfleld  hardly  heard 
what  he  said.  He  was  intently  watching  the  slight, 
slender  figure  of  a girl  who  now  approached  from 
the  outskirts  of  the  wood.  She  came  swiftly  and 
gracefully  over  the  grass  toward  him,  and  in  a few 
minutes  stood  at  his  side. 

“Here  I am,  George.  Have  you  been  waiting 
long?  It  really  seemed  as  if  I should  not  get  away 
to-day  unnoticed,  and  I very  nearly  gave  up  the 
attempt  altogether.  But  it  would  have  been  too 
cruel  to  let  my  knight  languish  here  in  vain.  I 
believe  you  would  never,  never  have  forgiven  me, 
if  I had  let  you  depart  without  a solemn  farewell.” 

George  held  fast  the  little  hand,  which  after  the 
first  slight  pressure  sought  to  withdraw  itself,  and 
there  was  a reproachful  accent  in  his  voice,  as  he 
said: 

“Is  this  separation  so  light  a thing  to  you,  Gabri- 
elle?  Have  you  no  other  words  for  me  at  parting 
than  these  teasing  quips  and  jests?” 

The  young  lady  looked  up  in  surprise. 
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'‘Separation?  Parting?  Why,  we  shall  see  each 
other  again  in  a month.” 

“ In  a month ! Does  that  seem  to  you  so  short  a 
time?” 

Gabrielle  laughed. 

“ It  is  just  four  times  seven  days.  You  must  man- 
age to  live  through  them  in  some  way ; but  after 

that  we  shall  be  coming  to  R ourselves,  you 

know.  You  have  a great  deal  to  do  with  my  guar- 
dian, have  you  not?” 

“With  Baron  von  Raven?  Certainly.  I work  in 
his  bureaus,  as  you  are  aware,  and  have  to  make 
reports  to  him  from  time  to  time.” 

“ I hardly  know  him,”  said  Gabrielle,  indifferently. 
“ I have  just  seen  him  now  and  again  when  he  has 
come  on  a short  visit  to  the  capital,  and  that  is  all. 
The  last  time  was  three  years  ago.  On  that  occa- 
sion his  excellency  hardly  deigned  to  notice  me — 
treated  me,  in  fact,  exactly  like  a child,  though  I 
was  then  quite  fourteen.  You  may  imagine  that  I 
was  in  no  way  delighted  at  the  prospect  of  living 
under  his  roof  for  the  future,  until” — here  she 
smiled  roguishly — “until  I made  the  acquaintance  of 
a certain  George  Winterfeld,  and  heard  from  him 
that  he  had  the  privilege  of  being  one  of  my  guar- 
dian’s secretaries.” 

A strange  look  flitted  across  George’s  features,  a 
look  which  seemed  to  say  he  was  of  a different 
opinion  as  to  the  “privilege.” 

“You  deceive  yourself  if  you  build  any  hopes  on 
that  circumstance,”  he  replied,  gravely.  “The  inter- 
course I hold  with  the  baron  is  purely  official  in  its 
nature,  and  he  well  knows  how  to  restrict  it  within 
the  narrowest  possible  limits.  In  all  else  I stand 
wide  as  the  poles  apart  from  him.  A young,  mid- 
dle-class man,  holding  as  yet  only  a subordinate 
government  appointment,  does  not  find  admittance 
to  the  governor’s  circles,  and  can  hardly  venture  to 
claim  acquaintance  with  the  Baroness  von  Harder. 
There  will  be  distance  enough  between  us,  even 
though  I come  daily  to  the  house  in  which  you 
dwell.  Here  in  this  holiday  freedom  we  have  had 
the  chance  of  learning  to  know,  to  love  each  other.” 
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‘‘In  reality,  you  owe  it  to  our  boat  which  struck 
the  sand-bank  just  at  the  right  time,”  put  in  Gabri- 
elle.  “Do  you  remember  our  first  meeting,  George? 
To  this  day  mamma  believes  that  she  was  in  deadly 
peril,  and  looks  on  you  as  her  deliverer,  because 
you  brought  us  cleverly  through  the  shallow  water 
to  land.  She  would  hardly  have  consented  else  to 
receive  such  frequent  visits  from  one  bearing  your 
plebeian  name ; but  the  man  who  has  saved  one’s  life 
must  be  an  exception,  of  course.  If  she  did  but 
know  that  her  hero  has  already  made  me  a declara- 
tion of  love !” 

The  undisscuised  triumph  expressed  in  the  last 
words  seemed  to  grate  upon  the  young  man.  He 
fixed  his  eyes  on  her  countenance  with  a scrutiniz- 
ing, anxious  gaze. 

“ And  if  the  baroness  should  hear  of  it,  sooner  or 
later,  what  would  you  do?” 

“Present  you  to  her  in  all  due  form  as  my  future 
lord  and  master,”  declared  Gabrielle,  with  comic  sol- 
emnity. “ There  would  be  an  explosion,  of  course ; 
tears,  reproaches,  hysterics — mamma  is  a capital 
hand  at  all  these,  but  it  comes  to  nothing.  She 
invariably  gives  in  at  last,  and  I get  my  own  way.” 

She  said  all  this  airily,  carelessly,  laughing  glee- 
fully as  she  spoke.  The  thought  of  a catastrophe 
which  would  have  filled  any  other  maiden  with 
alarm  was,  it  appeared,  positively  diverting  to  the 
young  Baroness  von  Harder.  She  had  seated  herself 
on  the  grassy  mound,  and  taken  off  her  straw  hat. 
The  sunbeams,  which  here  and  there  pierced  the 
thick,  leafy  canopy  of  the  chestnut  trees,  played  on 
her  luxuriant  fair  hair  and  blooming  face,  whence 
a pair  of  great  sparkling  brown  eyes  looked  merrily 
forth  into  the  world.  She  seemed  the  embodied 
reflection  of  the  landscape  out  yonder,  sunny  and 
light  as  herself. 

George  looked  at  her  with  a singular  mixture  of 
vexation  and  tenderness. 

“ Gabrielle,  you  treat  all  this  as  so  much  sport, 
and  seem  to  have  no  idea  of  the  troubles  which  men- 
ace us,  of  the  battles  we  shall  have  to  fight !” 

“Is  the  thought  of  battle  alarming  to  you?” 
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“Tome?”  A flush  mounted  to  the  young  man’s 
brow.  “ I am  ready  to  cope  with  every  difficulty, 
if  you  will  stand  steadily  by  me.  But  you  mistake 
if  you  reckon  on  your  mother’s  customary  compli- 
ance in  this  instance,  when  all  her  prejudices  will  be 
aroused,  all  her  family  traditions  evoked  in  opposi- 
tion. And  even  if  you  should  succeed  in  winning 
her  over,  nothing  will  change  your  guardian’s 
views.  I know  him.  • He  will  never  give  his  con- 
sent.” 

Gabrielle  leaned  her  fair  head  against  the  tree’s 
mighty  trunk,  and  plucked  carelessly  at  some  blades 
of  grass. 

“ I do  not  care  for  his  consent,”  she  said.  “ I shall 
not  allow  him  to  dictate  to  me  one  way  or  the  other. 
Let  him  try  to  coerce  me !” 

“No  one  will  attempt  to  coerce  you,  but  they  will 
separate  us,”  replied  George.  “The  very  moment 
our  love  is  discovered,  our  separation  will  be  de- 
creed. I know  it,  and  it  is  this  knowledge  alone 
which  imposes  silence  on  me.  You  little  guess  how 
the  secrecy,  which  has  such  a charm  for  you,  the 
continued  anxious  concealment,  distresses  and 
humiliates  me;  how  contrary  it  is  to  my  whole 
nature.  Now  for  the  first  time  I feel  all  the  hard- 
ship of  being  poor  and  unknown. 

“What  does  it  matter  if  you  are  poor?”  asked 
Gabrielle,  carelessly.  “I  shall  be  rich  one  day. 
Mamma  is  always  telling  me  that  I am  to  be  Uncle 
Raven’s  sole  heiress.” 

George  was  silent,  setting  his  lips  tightly  as 
though  to  keep  down  some  bitter  feeling. 

“Yes,  you  will  be  rich,”  he  said  at  last;  “you  will 
be  only  too  rich.” 

“I  really  believe  you  mean  it  as  a reproach,” 
pouted  the  young  lady,  with  a highly  ungracious 
look. 

“No;  but  it  opens  out  one  more  gap  between  us. 
If  you  were  in  the  same  position  of  life  as  myself,  I 
might  come  to  you  fearlessly,  and  ask,  not  for  your 
hand  at  once,  perhaps,  but  for  your  plighted  faith, 
until  such  time  as  I could  offer  you  a home  of  your 
own.  As  it  is,  what  would  Baron  von  Raven  say,  I 
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wonder,  if  I ventured  to  propose  to  him  for  the  hand 
of  his  ward  and  presumptive  heiress?  He  stands  in 
your  father’s  place.  You  are  under  his  authority.” 

“Yes;  but  only  until  I come  of  age.  In  a few 
years,  my  lord’s  guardianship  and  authority  will  ex- 
pire together.  Then  I shall  be  free.” 

“In  a few  years!”  echoed  George.  “And  what 
will  be  your  feelings  then?” 

There  was  such  sorrowful  apprehension  in  his 
words  that  Gabrielle  looked  up  half -frightened, 
half-offended. 

“George,  do  you  doubt  my  love?” 

He  clasped  her  hand  tightly  in  his. 

“ I have  faith  in  you,  my  Gabrielle ; trust  me  in 
return.  I am  not  the  first  man  who  has  worked  his 
way  up,  and  I have  always  been  taught  to  look  for- 
ward with  confidence,  and  to  depend  on  my  own 
strength.  I will  strain  every  nerve  for  your  sake. 
You  shall  not  be  ashamed  of  your  choice.” 

“Yes;  you  will  have  to  make  me  the  wife  of  an 
excellency  at  least,”  laughed  Gabrielle.  “I  shall 
fully  expect  that  you  will  become  a governor  or  a 
minister  some  day.  Do  you  hear,  George?  No  other 
title  will  suit  me.” 

George  suddenly  dropped  the  hand  which  still 
rested  in  his  own.  He  had,  no  doubt,  looked  for 
some  other  answer  to  those  fervent  words  which 
had  come  from  the  very  depths  of  his  heart. 

“You  do  not  understand  me.  How,  indeed,  should 
you  know  anything  of  the  serious,  earnest  side  of 
life?  No  shadow  has  as  yet  crossed  your  path.” 

“Oh,  I can  be  serious  enough,”  Gabrielle  assured 
him.  “Most  uncommonly  serious.  You  do  not 
know  me,  my  real  nature,  thoroughly  yet.” 

“Possibly,”  said  the  young  man,  with  a rush  of 
bitterness.  “ In  any  case  I have  not  had  power  to 
arouse  your  deeper  self.” 

Gabrielle  saw  very  well  that  he  was  hurt,  but  it 
did  not  please  her  to  notice  his  humor.  She  teased 
and  jested  on,  giving  full  rein  to  her  high  spirits, 
and  indulging  in  all  her  willful  little  ways,  sure  of 
her  infiuence  which  had  often  stood  fiery  tests,  and 
which  worked  again  now.  The  cloud  dispersed  from 
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George’s  brow.  Anger  and  resentfulness  could  not 
hold  good  before  the  chatter  of  those  rosy  lips,  and 
when  the  dear  face  looked  up  at  him,  roguish  and 
smiling,  it  was  all  over  with  his  resistance — he 
smiled  too. 

The  clocks  in  the  town  on  the  opposite  shore  began 
to  strike  twelve.  The  chimes  rang  out  distinctly 
over  the  lake,  warning  the  young  people  that  it  was 
time  to  part.  George  raised  his  darling’s  hand  to 
his  lips  and  kissed  it  passionately.  The  near  neigh- 
borhood of  the  high-road  and  of  the  adjacent  coun- 
try houses  forbade  any  further  mark  of  tender- 
ness. Gabrielle  did  indeed  seem  to  take  the  parting 
lightly.  For  one  moment  a shade  fell  over  her,  it 
is  true,  and  a tear  glistened  in  her  brown  eyes,  but 
next  minute  all  was  bright  and  sunny  again.  She 
threw  a last  kiss  to  her  faithful  lover,  and  hurried 
away.  George’s  eyes  followed  her  until  she  disap- 
peared from  view. 

“Max  is  right,”  he  said,  dreamily.  “We  are  ill- 
mated,  this  spoiled  child  of  fortune  and  I ! Why 
must  I love  her,  of  all  others,  differing  from  me  as 
she  does  in  all  wherein  we  should  be  most  united?* 
Why,  indeed?  Ah,  I love  her — and  that  is  all  the 
answer.” 

In  spite  of  his  indignant  repudiation  of  it,  his 
friend’s  warning  seemed  to  have  found  an  echo  in 
the  young  man’s  breast ; but  what  could  reason  and 
reflection  avail  against  the  passion  that  had  taken 
possession  of  his  whole  being?  He  knew  from  ex- 
perience that  there  was  no  fighting  against  the 
charm  which  had  taken  him  captive  on  their  very 
first  meeting,  and  to  which  on  each  succeeding  occa- 
sion he  had  succumbed  afresh. 


CHAPTER  II. 

CARRYING  OUT  ORDERS. 

“ Once  more  I entreat  your  excellency;  to  recall 
these  harsh  measures.  We  cannot  possibly  make 
the  town  responsible  for  the  acts  of  a few  individ- 
uals.” 
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“ I too  am  of  the  opinion  that  it  is  not  necessary 
to  proceed  with  so  much  rigor.  It  will  not  be  diffi- 
cult to  trace  out  the  guilty^parties  and  to  secure 
them.” 

“Your  excellency  should  not  attach  such  import- 
ance to  the  affair.  It  really  does  not  deserve  it.” 

The  Governor,  Baron  von  Raven,  to  whom  all 
these  remonstrances  and  remarks  were  addressed, 
appeared  but  little  moved  by  them.  He  answered 
with  cold  politeness : 

“ I am  exceedingly  sorry,  gentlemen,  to  find  my- 
self in  such  direct  opposition  to  you  in  this  matter, . 
but  I have  formed  this  resolution  after  mature  con- 
sideration ; besides  which,  you  know  that  I never 
recall  a measure  once  decided  on.  My  instructions 
will  be  carried  out.” 

The  gentlemen  assembled  in  the  audience-room  of 

the  R Government  house  seemed  to  have  been 

engaged  in  a long  and  animated  conference.  They 
were  all  more  or  less  excited,  with  the  sole  excep- 
tion of  the  baron  himself,  who  leaned  back  in  his 
chair  with  an  air  of  imperturbable  calm. 

“ I should  have  thought  that  my  voice,  being  that 
of  the  chief  magistrate  of  the  town,  would  have 
carried  some  weight  with  it,”  said  he  who  had  first 
spoken.  “ Particularly  as  on  this  occasion  the 
Superintendent  of  Police  declares  himself  on  our 
side.” 

“Certainly,”  assented  the  official  alluded  to;  add- 
ing, however,  with  prudent  reserve,  “but  I have 
filled  my  present  post  too  short  a time  to  be  thor- 
oughly acquainted  with  local  concerns.  His  excel- 
lency is,  no  doubt,  better  qualified  to  judge  than  I 
am.” 

“I  only  fear,”  began  the  third  personage,  who 
wore  the  uniform  of  a colonel — “ I only  fear,  baron, 
that  this  severity  may  be  misinterpreted,  that  it  may 
be  construed  into  alarm  for  your  own  personal 
safety.” 

A contemptuous  smile  played  about  the  baron’s 
lips. 

“ Make  your  mind  easy,”  he  replied.  “ They  know 
me  too  well  in  R to  ascribe  fear  to  me.  That 
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reproach  will  be  spared  me,  I know,  come  what 
may.” 

He  rose,  thereby  giving  the  signal  for  the  break- 
ing up  of  the  conference.  Baron  Arno  von  Eaven, 
at  six  or  seven  and  forty,  might  have  been  taken  as 
a type  of  mature  and  vigorous  manhood.  He  was 
still  in  the  plenitude  of  his  strength,  physical  and 
intellectual,  and  still,  as  was  generally  admitted,  of 
a most  imposing  presence.  There  was  an  air  of 
command  in  the  very  carriage  of  his  tall  and  power- 
ful form.  His  marked  features,  on  which  haughti- 
ness and  an  indomitable  energy  were  plainly  writ- 
ten, could  not  now  be  styled  handsome — they  had 
never  been  so — but  they  were  striking  and  charac- 
teristic in  every  line.  The  thick  dark  hair  was  un- 
tinged with  gray,  except  on  the  temples,  where 
some  silver  threads  denoted  that  life’s  meridian  was 
passed.  The  dark  eyes,  so  full  of  fire,  seemed,  how- 
ever, to  tell  another  tale.  They  spoke  of  life  in  all 
its  pristine  force  and  vigor ; but  there  was  a stern, 
uncompromising  look  in  them,  and  when  they  rested 
on  any  given  object,  they  seemed  literally  to  trans- 
fix it.  His  bearing  was  one  of  quiet  dignity  blended 
with  proud  reserve.  Nothing  in  him  betrayed  a 
trace  of  the  parvenu.  The  man  looked  as  though 
from  his  earliest  years,  he  had  had  the  habit  of 
command. 

“This  is  not  a question  of  myself,”  he  said.  “So 
long  as  abuse  and  menaces  were  conveyed  to  me  in 
anonymous  letters,  I simply  consigned  them  to  the 
waste-paper  basket,  and  thought  no  more  of  them ; 
but  if  bills  containing  threatening  and  seditious  lan- 
guage are,  openly  and  before  the  eyes  of  all  the 
world,  to  be  pasted  up  on  the  walls  of  the  govern- 
ment-house, if  attempts  are  to  be  made  to  insult  me 
when  I drive  out,  while  the  more  respectable  citi- 
zens demonstratively  refrain  from  interfering,  it 
becomes  my  duty  to  take  some  serious  steps  in  the 
matter.  I hold  the  highest  post  in  this  province. 
If  I suffer  these  misdemeanors,  if  I tolerate  these  of- 
fenses directed  against  my  person,  I thereby  endan- 
ger the  authority  of  the  Government,  which  it  is  my 
office  to  represent,  and  which  I am  bound  to  uphold 
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under  all  circumstances.  I repeat,  Mr.  Mayor,  that 
I regret  to  be  under  the  necessity  of  ordering  certain 
police  regulations  which  may  prove  irksome  and 
vexatious,  but  the  town  has  only  itself  to  thank  for 
them. 

“We  know  by  experience  that  your  excellency 
does  not  allow  any  considerations  of  public  conveni- 
ence.to  influence  you  in  such  cases,”  said  the  bur- 
gomaster, sharply.  “ I can  do  no  more,  therefore, 
than  leave  with  you  the  entire  responsibliity  of  such 
harsh  proceedings — and  with  this,  I think,  our  inter- 
view may  come  to  an  end.” 

The  baron  bowed  stiffly. 

“ I do  not  know  that  I have  ever  sought  to  evade 
the  responsibility  of  my  official  acts.  I certainly 
shall  not  do  so  in  this  instance.  Good-morning, 
gentlemen.” 

The  burgomaster  and  the  superintendent  of  police 
left  the  room,  and  walked  together  through  the 
broad  galleries  toward  the  entrance  door.  The 
former,  a gray-haired  and  somewhat  choleric  old 
gentlemen,  could  not  help  giving  vent  by  the  way 
to  his  long  pent-up  anger. 

“ So  with  all  our  prayers,  our  remonstrances,  and 
representations,  we  have  obtained  nothing  but  this 
sovereign  dictum,  ‘My  orders  will  be  carried  out,'” 
said  lie  to  his  companion.  “ This  famous  phrase,  a 
favorite  with  his  excellency,  seems  to  have  had  its 
effect  even  upon  you.  Your  opposition  was  silenced 
by  it  in  an  instant.” 

The  superintendent  of  police,  a man  much  younger 
in  years,  with  a keen,  cunning  face  and  extremely 
polite  manners,  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  an- 
swered, quietly : “ The  baron  is  at  the  head  of  the 

administration,  and  he  has  declared  that  in  any 
contingency  he  will  cover  me  from  all  responsibil- 
ity, I ” 

“You  do  as  he  bids  you,”  concluded  the  other. 
“ After  all,  one  cannot  wonder.  It  is  not  likely  you 
should  wish  to  share  the  fate  of  your  predecessor 
in  office.” 

“ In  any  case,  I hope  to  show  myself  more  com- 
petent to  fulfil  the  duties  of  my  post  than  he  was.” 
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The  answer  was  courteous,  but  decided.  “ So  far 
as  I know,  my  predecessor  was  removed  on  account 
of  incapacity.” 

“You  are  much  mistaken.  He  fell,  because  he 
was  not  agreeable  to  Baron  von  Eaven,  because  he 
occasionally  took  upon  himself  to  have  an  opposite 
opinion  of  his  own.  He  had  to  give  way,  of  course, 
before  the  all-powerful  will  which  has  held  arbi- 
trary sway  over  us  for  so  long.  The  attitude  as- 
sumed by  our  governor  to-day  will  have  shown  you 
better  than  a.  month  in  office  what  the  situation  of 
affairs  here  really  is,  and  if  I am  not  mistaken,  you 
have  chosen  your  side  already.” 

The  last  words  were  spoken  in  a very  pointed  man- 
ner, but  the  superintendent  seemed  not  to  remark  it. 
He  only  smiled  affably  by  way  of  reply ; and  as  they 
had  now  reached  the  door  of  exit,  the  two  gentle- 
men parted  company. 

Meanwhile  the  baron  and  his  third  visitor  had 
remained  closeted  together.  Colonel  Wilten,  com- 
manding officer  of  the  garrison  stationed  at  R — , 
was  a man  of  right  soldierly  appearance,  yet  not- 
withstanding his  natural  advantages,  enhanced  as 
they  were  by  his  uniform  and  the  orders  he  wore, 
he  could  not  bear  comparison  with  the  tall  and 
stately  figure  of  his  host  in  plain  civilian  attire. 

“You  really  should  not  proceed  with  too  great 
severity,  baron,”  the  colonel  remarked,  taking  up 
the  thread  of  the  conversation  where  the  others  had 
left  it.  “ These  perpetual  conflicts  with  the  respect- 
able citizens  are  looked  on  with  great  disfavor  in 
high  quarters.” 

“ Do  you  suppose  the  conflicts  are  agreeable  to 
me?”  asked  Raven.  “But  in  this  case  to  forbear 
would  be  to  show  weakness,  and  that,  I hope,  will 
hardly  be  expected  of  me.” 

The  other  shook  his  head  dubiously. 

“You  are  aware  that  I have  been  absent,  spend- 
ing a few  weeks  in  the  capital,”  he  began  anew. 
“ During  that  time  I mixed  a good  deal  in  minis- 
terial circles,  and  I must  tell  you,  confidentially, 
that  opinion  there  is  not  favorable  to  you.  You  are 
in  ill-odor.” 
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“I  know  it”  said  Raven,  coldly.  ‘‘I  have  not 
shown  myself  docile  enough,  subservient  enough  to 
them ; and,  besides  this,  they  cannot  forgive  me  my 
plebeian  origin.  To  stay  and  hinder  me  in  my  career 
was  beyond  their  power ; but  there  has  never  been 
any  real  cordiality  toward  me  in  those  quarters. 

For  which  reason  it  behooves  you  to  be  prudent. 
Attempts  are  constantly  being  made  to  undermine 
your  position.  There  is  talk  of  ‘arbitrary  action,’ 
of  a ‘tendency  to  encroachment and  every  measure 
adopted  by  you  is  discussed  and  subjected  to  sharp, 
if  not  malignant  criticism.  Do  you  apprehend  no 
danger  from  all  the  intrigues  which  are  being  woven 
against  you?” 

“No,  for  I am  too  necessary  in  high  places,  and 
shall  take  good  care  to  remain  so,  notwithstanding 
my  ‘arbitrary  action’  and  ‘tendency  to  encroach- 
ment. ’ I,  better  than  any  one,  can  estimate  the 
difficulties  of  my  position  here.  They  will  not  so 
easily  find  another  man  equal  to  the  task  of  govern- 
ing this  province,  and  especially  this  rebellious,  op- 
position-loving city  of  R . But  I thank  you  for 

the  warning,  nevertheless ; it  accords  perfectly  with 
the  advices  I have  myself  received.” 

“Well,  I thought  I would  give  you  a hint,  at 
least,”  said  the  colonel,  rising  to  go.  “But  now  I 
must  be  leaving.  You  are  expecting  visitors  to-day, 
I hear.” 

“ My  sister-in-law.  Baroness  Harder,  and  her 
daughter,”  replied  the  governor,  accompanying  his 
visitor  to  the  door.  “ They  have  been  spending  a 
part  of  the  summer  in  Switzerland,  and  are  to  arrive 
here  to-day.  I am  expecting  them  every  minute.” 

“ I had  the  pleasure  of  occasionally  meeting  the 
baroness  in  the  capital  some  years  ago,”  remarked 
the  officer;  “and  I shall  hope  to  renew  the  ac- 
quaintance at  an  early  date.  Meanwhile,  may  I 
beg  you  to  present  my  best  respects  to  the  lady? 
Good-morning,  excellency.” 

Half  an  hour  later,  a carriage  rolled  up  beneath 
the  portico  of  the  Government-house,  and  Baron 
von  Raven  came  down  the  main  staircase  to  receive 
his  guests. 
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‘‘  My  dear  brother-in-law,  what  a pleasure  it  is  to 
see  you  again  at  last!”  cried  a lady,  seated  in  the 
carriage,  stretching  out  her  hand  to  him  with  much 
animation  and  tender  haste. 

“I  bid  you  welcome,  Matilda,”  said  Raven,  with 
his  customary  cool  politeness,  as  he  opened  the  door 
and  helped  her  to  alight.  “ Have  you  had  a pleasant 
journey?  It  was  rather  disagreeably  warm  for 
traveling.  ” 

“Oh,  terribly!  The  long  drive  has  quite  shat- 
tered my  nerves.  We  had  at  first  intended  to  stay 

and  rest  a day  in  E , but  the  longing  to  see  our 

dear  uncle  was  so  strong  within  us,  we  really  could 
not  wait.” 

The  “ dear  uncle”  received  the  compliment  with 
great  indifference. 

“You  would  have  done  wisely  to  make  a halt  at 

E , certainly,”  he  said.  “But  where  is  the  child, 

Gabrielle?” 

That  young  lady,  in  the  act  of  springing  lightly 
from  the  carriage  without  waiting  for  his  aid, 
flushed  scarlet  with  indignation  at  this  most  insult- 
ing question.  The  baron  himself  gave  a slight  start 
of  astonishment,  and  looked  long  and  curiously  at 
the  “child,”  whom  he  had  not  seen  for  full  three 
years,  and  whose  appearance  now  evidently  took 
him  by  surprise.  But  his  astonishment  and 
Gabrielle’s  consequent  triumph  were  of  short  dura- 
tion. 

“I  am  glad  to  see  you,  Gabrielle,”  he  said,  quietly, 
and  stooping,  touched  her  forehead  with  his  lips. 
It  was  the  same  slight,  formal  caress  which  he  had 
formerly  bestowed  on  the  maiden  of  fourteen,  and 
as  he  vouchsafed  it,  his  stern,-  dark  eyes  rapidly 
surveyed  her  with  one  single  look,  sharp  and  pene- 
trating as  though  he  would  at  once  read  the  inmost 
workings  of  her  mind.  Then  he  offered  his  arm  to 
his  sister-in-law  to  lead  her  up  stairs,  and  left  the 
young  lady  to  follow  them. 

The  baroness  launched  into  a torrent  of  pretty 
speeches  and  affectionate  inquiries,  which  met  with 
monosyllabic  answers  alone.  Her  flow  of  words, 
however,  was  not  to  be  checked ; it  only  ceased  on 
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their  reaching  the  wing  wherein  were  situated  the 
rooms  destined  to  the  ladies’  use. 

“These  are  your  apartments,  Matilda,”  said  the 
baron,  pointing  to  the  open  doors.  “ I hope  they 
will  be  to  your  taste.  This  bell  summons  the  ser- 
vants. Should  anything  be  wanting  to  your  com- 
fort, I trust  you  will  let  me  know.  I will  now  leave 
you  for  a while.  You  must  both  be  fatigued  from 
your  long  journey,  and  require  rest.  We  shall  meet 
at  dinner.” 

He  went,  visibly  relieved  at  having  accomplished 
the  awkward  and  troublesome  task  of  welcoming 
his  guests.  Hardly  had  the  door  closed  behind  him, 
when  the  baroness,  hastily  throwing  off  her  travel- 
ing wraps,  began  to  inspect  her  surroundings.  The 
four  rooms  appointed  to  their  use  were  fitted  up 
with  great  elegance,  and  even  with  an  amount  of 
splendor. 

Presently  she  noticed  that  her  daughter  was  still 
standing  in  the  midlde  of  the  room  they  had  first 
entered,  not  yet  divested  of  her  hat  and  traveling- 
cloak. 

“Will  you  not  take  your  things  off,  Gabrielle?” 
she  asked.  “What  do  you  think  of  the  rooms?” 
she  asked.  “ There  will  be  comforts  about  us  here, 
thank  Heaven!  such  as  one  is  accustomed  to.  We 
shall  prize  them  after  all  the  hardships  of  our 
Swiss  exile.” 

Gabrielle  paid  no  heed  to  the  words. 

“Mamma,  I don’t  like  Uncle  Raven,”  said  she 
suddenly,  with  the  utmost  decision. 

The  tone  was  so  unusual,  in  so  sharp  a contrast  to 
the  young  lady’s  habitual  style,  that  her  mother 
looked  up  in  surprise. 

“Why,  child,  you  have  hardly  seen  him!” 

“Never  mind,  I don’t  like  him.  He  treats  us 
with  an  indifference,  a condescension  which  is  ab- 
solutely offensive.  I can’t  understand  how  you 
could  put  up  with  such  a reception !” 

“Nonsense,  dear,”  said  the  baroness,  soothingly. 
“It  is  my  brother-in-law’s  natural  manner  to  be 
formal  and  chary  of  speceh.  You  will  get  accus- 
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tomed  to  it  when  you  know  him  better,  and  grow 
fond  of  him.” 

“ N ever ! ” cried  Gabrielle,  vehemently.  “ How  can 
you  expect  me  ever  to  grow  fond  of  Uncle  Arno, 
mamma?  I have  never  heard  anything  but  ill  of 
him.  You  always  used  to  say  he  was  a horrible 
tyrant ; papa  never  spoke  of  him  except  as  a par- 
venue  or  adventurer,  and  yet  neither  of  you  ven- 
tured to  be  anything  but  friendly  to  him,  be- 
cause  ” 

“Hush,  child!”  interrupted  her  mother,  looking 
round  in  alarm  to  see  that  no  one  had  overheard 
the  treasonable  words.  “ Have  you  forgotten  that 
we  are  quite  dependent  on  your  uncle’s  goodness? 
He  is  implacable  when  he  thinks  himself  insulted. 
You  must  never  attempt  to  contradict  him.” 

“ Why  did  you  all  show  him  so  much  deference  if 
he  was  only  an  adventurer?”  persisted  Gabrielle, 
obstinately.  “ Why  did  grandpapa  let  him  marry 
his  daughter?  Why  has  he  always  been  con- 
sidered the  leading  personage  of  the  family?  I can’t 
understand  it.” 

“Nor  I either!”  exclaimed  the  baroness,  with  a 
sigh.  “ The  power  that  man  exercises  has  always 
been  inexplicable  to  me,  as  was  your  grandfather’s 
predilection  for  him.  He,  with  his  plebeian  name 
and  his  position,  at  that  time  a very  subordinate 
one,  ought  naturally  to  have  looked  upon  his  admit- 
tance into  our  family  as  an  immense  privilege,  as 
an  unmerited  piece  of  good  fortune,  instead  of  which 
he  took  it  exactly  as  if  it  had  been  his  due.  No 
sooner  had  he  established  a footing  in  our  house 
than  he  began  to  govern  every  one  in  it,  from  my 
sister  down  to  the  servants,  who  stood  more  in  awe 
of  him  than  of  their  own  master.  He  had  my  father 
so  completely  under  his  control  that  nothing  was 
done  without  his  advice  or  assistance,  and  all  the 
others  he  simply  put  down,  extinguished.  How  he 
did  it  I cannot  ^ay — enough  that  it  was  so ; and  not 
only  in  our  family  circle,  in  society,  and  the  political 
world  he  rapidly  gained  surprising  dominion.  No 
one  ventured  to  oppose  or  thwart  him.” 

“Well,  he  will  not  extinguish  me,”  cried  the  girl, 
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with  a defiant  toss  of  the  head.  Oh,  he  thought 
he  would  frighten  me  with  his  great  solemn  eyes 
which  seem  to  bore  one  through  and  through,  as 
though  they  would  read  the  most  secret  thoughts  of 
one’s  heart;  but  I am  not  a bit  afraid. of  him.  We 
shall  see  whether  he  can  bend  me  to  his  will, 
whether  he  will  find  me  as  pliable  as  he  has  found 
other  people.” 

The  baroness  grew  alarmed.  She  feared,  with 
good  reason,  that  this  exceedingly  spoilt  daughter, 
who  ruled  her  mother  in  everything,  and  was  by  no 
means  accustomed  to  put  a restraint  on  herself, 
would  now  give  the  reins  to  her  waywardness,  and 
display  it  in  her  behavior  to  the  baron  himself. 
She  exhausted  all  her  stock  of  arguments  and  en- 
treaties, but  with  no  satisfactory  result. 

Miss  Gabrielle  seemed  to  take  a peculiar  pleasure 
in  roundly  expressing  her  defiance  of  her  guardian, 
and  showed  herself  in  no  way  disposed  to  abandon 
the  warlike  attitude  she  had  at  once  taken  up  toward 
him.  But  her  serious  mood  had  already  spent  itself, 
having  lasted  a most  unusual  length  of  time.  The 
old  petulant  gayety  returned  in  full  force. 

“ Mamma,  I do  believe  you  are  in  real  earnest 
afraid  of  this  old  ogre  of  an  uncle,”  she  cried,  with 
a merry  laugh.  “Well,  I am  more  valiant — I shall 
beard  the  monster  in  his  den,  and  I promise  you  he 
will  not  eat  me.” 


CHAPTER  HI. 

A PLAIN  TALK. 

The  Government-house  of  R was  an  ancient 

castle,  which  for  long  years  had  been  the  dwelling- 
place  of  a princely  family,  but  which  in  the  ever- 
changing  course  of  events  had  become  the  property 
of  the  State,  and  now  served  as  the  seat  of  the  pro- 
vincial government  and  the  residence  of  its  tem- 
porary head.  The  grand,  spacious  old  edifice  was 
situated  on  a hill  just  outside  the  town,  and  in  spite 
of  the  prosaic  destiny  which  had  overtaken  it  in 
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these  latter  days,  still  preserved  much  of  its 
mediaeval  aspect. 

The  main  body  of  the  building  was  exclusively  as- 
signed to  the  governor’s  use,  the  upper  part  being  in- 
habited by  him,  while  his  bureaus,  or  “chancellery,” 
occupied  the  ground-floor.  In  the  two  side-wings 
were  situated  the  other  public  offices  and  the 
quarters  of  such  of  the  higher  functionaries  as  were 
domiciled  beneath  its  roof.  Notwithstanding  these 
very  practical  arrangements,  the  interior  of  the 
building,  no  less  than  the  exterior  retained  its 
antique  character,  which,  indeed,  was  ineffaceably 
stamped  on  every  line  of  its  architecture. 

The  vaulted  chambers  with  their  deep  door  and 
window  recesses  belonged  to  the  last  century ; long 
gloomy  galleries  and  arched  corridors  met  and 
crossed  in  every  direction ; echoing  stone  staircases 
led  from  one  story  to  another,  and  the  court  and 
garden  of  the  old  stronghold  were  still  maintained 
in  their  primitive  condition.  The  “ Castle”  as  it  was 
briefly  termed  in  all  the  neighboring  country,  was 
and  had  been  from  time  immemorial,  the  pride  and 
ornamenmt  of  the  good  city  of  R — -. 

The  present  governor  had  now  fllled  the  post  for 
a long  series  of  year.  Had  it  not  been  a fact  well 
known  that  he  was  the  son  of  a subaltern  official 
who  had  died  early,  leaving  no  fortune,  his  middle- 
class  origin  would  never  have  been,  suspected,  for 
the  appearance  he  made  in  public  and  his  style  of 
living  were  as  thoroughly  aristocratic  as  his  man- 
ners and  person. 

How  it  had  come  to  pass  that  Raven  had  become 
the  favorite  of  the  all-powerful  minsister,  no  one 
knew.  That  minister’s  penetrating  glance  had  most 
probably  detected  rare  ability  in  the  young  aspirant 
for  honors. 

Some  pretended  to  know  that  there  were  other  and 
secret  reasons  which  had  combined  with  this ; so 
much  is  sure,  he  was  suddenly  appointed  secretary 
to  his  excellency,  and  in  this  new  capacity  ac- 
quired opportunities  of  developing  his  talents  which 
he  had  not  possessed  in  his  former  subordinate 
position.  The  secretary  was  soon  promoted  to  be 
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his  master’s  friend  and  confidant,  was  preferred 
and  put  forward  on  every  occasion,  and  even  ad- 
mitted into  the  great  man’s  family  circle.  The 
lower  rungs  of  the  official  ladder  were  quickly 
climbed,  and  one  day  society  in  the  capital  was 
astounded  by  the  news,  which  at  first  seemed  to  be 
too  wonderful  to  be  believed,  that  the  minister’s 
elder  daughter  was  betrothed  to  the  young,  newly 
appointed  councilor.  Shortly  afterward  the  rank 
of  baron  was  conferred  on  the  bridegroom  expec- 
tant, and  therewith  he  was  fairly  launched  on  his 
career. 

The  sonun-law  of  so  infiuential  a man  found  his 
way  smoothed  for  him  in  every  direction,  but  it  was 
not  this  alone  which  bore  him  aloft  with  such  dizzy 
speed.  His  really  splendid  abilities  seemed  only 
now  to  have  found  their  proper  field,  and  soon  dis- 
played themselves  in  a manner  which  made  all  ad- 
ventitious aid  superfluous.  A very  few  years  later, 
the  “inexplicable”  conduct  ,of  the  minister  who  in- 
stead of  opposing,  had  favored  the  mesalliance,  be- 
came sufficiently  intelligible.  He  had  taken  his 
son-in-law’s  measure ; he  knew  what  was  to  be  ex- 
pected from  the  young  man’s  future,  and  it  is  certain 
that  his  daughter,  as  Madame  von  Raven,  played 
a far  more  brilliant  part  than  her  sister,  who  mar- 
ried a nobleman  of  high  lineage,  but  of  utter  per- 
sonal insignificance. 

When  the  baron  was  nominated  to  the  responsi- 
ble post  of  Governor  of  R , he  found  matters  there 

in  a critical  condition.  The  storm  of  faction,  which 
some  years  before  had  convulsed  the  whole  land, 
had  no  doubt  spent  itself  for  the  time  being,  but 
signs  were  not  wanting  that  it  was  merely  repressed, 

and  not  completely  and  finally  laid.  In  the 

province  especially,  a perpetual  ferment  was  kept 

up,  and  great,  populous  R , the  chief  city  of  that 

province,  stood  at  the  head  of  the  opposition  which 
arrayed  itself  against  the  government.  Several 
high  officials,  succeeding  each  other  in  rapid  order, 
had  endeavored  in  vain  to  put  an  end  to  this  state 
of  things ; they  lacked  either  the  necessary  resolu- 
tion or  the  necessary  authority,  and  confined  them- 
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selves  to  half  measures,  which  adjusted  temporary 
difficulties,  but  left  the  deeper  discord  strong  and 
abiding  as  ever.  At  length  Raven  was  appointed 
head  of  the  administration,  and  city  and  province 
soon  became  aware  that  a firmer  grasp  was  on  the 
reins.  The  new  governor  went  to  work  with  an 
energy,  and  at  the  same  time,  with  a reckless  dis- 
regard of  such  persons  and  interests  as  stood  in  his 
way,  which  raised  a perfect  storm  against  him. 
Appeals,  protests,  expostulations,  and  complaints 
flowed  in  to  headquarters  in  an  unceasing  stream, 
but  the  ministry  knew  too  well  the  value  of  their 
representative  not  to  lend  him  full  support.  Another 
so  placed  might  have  recoiled  before  the  unbounded 
unpopularity  which  his  proceedings  brought  on  him, 
have  given  way,  vanquished  by  the  difficulties  and 
vexations  inherent  to  the  situation — Raven  re- 
mained at  his  post.  He  was  a man  who  in  every 
circumstance  of  life  sought,  rather  than  avoided,  a 
contest,  and  the  innate  despotism  of  his  nature  here 
found  ample  room  for  its  development.  He  troubled 
himself  little  with  considerations  as  whether  the 
measures  he  judged  necessary  were  strictly  within 
legal  bounds,  and  met  all  the  accusations  freely 
hurled  at  him,  all  the  charges  of  absolutism  and  a 
violent  abuse  of  power,  with  the  one  steady  reply : 
“My  orders  will  be  carried  out!”  In  this  way  he  at 
length  succeeded  in  reducing  the  rebellious  elements 
to  submission.  Both  city  and  province  came  to  see 
that  it  was  impossible  for  them  to  carry  on  the  war 
against  this  man,  who  adopted  as  the  rule  and 
regulation  of  his  conduct,  not  their  rights,  but  his 
own  might.  The  times  were  not  propitious  for  open 
resistance.  A period  of  severe  reaction  had  set  in, 
and  any  active  sedition  would  certainly  have  been 
nipped  in  the  bud ; so  the  party  of  opposition  sub- 
mitted, reluctantly,  indeed,  and  with  an  ill-grace, 
but  still  submitted ; and  the  governor,  who  had  so 
brilliantly  accomplished  his  task,  was  loaded  with 
honors. 

Years  had  passed  since  then.  People  had  grown 
accustomed  to  the  despotic  regime  under  which 
they  lived,  and  had  learned  to  regard  the  baron  with 
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that  respect  which  an  energetic,  consistent  charac- 
ter compels  even  from  its  enemies.  Moreover,  to 
him  was  owing  a series  of  improvements  which  his 
keenest  opponents  could  not  see  without  satisfac- 
tion. This  man,  whose  political  action  had  earned 
for  him  hatred  and  mortal  hostillity,  became  in 
another  sphere  the  benefactor  of  the  province  com- 
mitted to  his  charge.  Indefatigable  as  its  representa- 
tive when  any  occasion  offered  of  defending  its  in- 
terests, he  was  ever  ready  to  introduce,  or  to  sup- 
port, such  reforms  as  tended  to  promote  the  public 
weal.  His  resolution  and  strong  powers  of  initia- 
tive, which  had  worked  so  banefully  in  one  direc- 
tion, grew  most  beneficent  when  turned  to  pacific 
account.  Foremost  among  the  advocates  of  any 
scheme  likely  to  favor  industrial  enterprise,  to  be- 
friend the  agriculturist,  or  in  any  way  to  enhance 
the  general  prosperity,  he  attached  many  interests 
to  himself,  and  thus  in  time  rallied  partisans  almost 
as  numerous  as  his  enemies.  His  administration 
was  a model  of  order,  incorruptibility,  and  strict 
discipline,  and  throughout  the  province  were  visible 
blooming  evidences  of  the  many  improvements  he 
had  planned  with  practical,  sagacious  insight,  and 
executed  with  a hand  which  never  wavered  in  its 
purpose. 

The  governor  lived  in  great  style,  for  he  pos- 
sessed a considerable  fortune  independently  of  his 
official  income.  His  late  father-in-law  had  been 
very  rich,  and  at  his  death  the  property  had  been 
divided  between  his  two  daughters,  Madame  von 
Kaven  and  the  Baroness  Harder.  The  former  lady’s 
marriage  had  been  one  of  those  convenient  matri- 
monial arrangements  so  common  in  the  upper  ranks 
of  society.  Kaven  had  been  guided  in  his  choice 
simply  and  solely  by  calculation,  but  he  never  for- 
got that  this  union  had  opened  to  him  his  career, 
and  his  wife  had  at  no  time  cause  to  complain  of 
neglect  or  want  of  consideration  on  his  part, ; the 
affection,  which  was  so  signally  absent,  she  did  not 
miss.  Madame  von  Raven  was  a person  of  very 
moderate  intelligence,  and  could  never  have  in- 
spired any  serious  passion.  She  had  accepted  the 
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hand  of  her  father’s  favorite,  hearing  it  daily  pre- 
dicted that  a great  future  was  in  store  for  him,  and 
this  prophecy  being  fulfilled,  she  did  not  feel  that 
more  was  to  be  desired  from  life.  Her  husband  re- 
sponded liberally  to  all  her  demands  respecting  a 
brilliant  establishment  and  elegant  toilets,  and  gave 
her  an  enviable  position  in  society,  so  no  differences 
rose  between  them.  They  lived  together  on  what 
is  supposed  to  be  a very  aristocratic  footing,  as 
much  apart  and  as  strange  one  to  the  other  as  pos- 
sible. This  union,  a pattern  one  in  the  eyes  of  the 
world,  but  childless,  had  been  dissolved,  about 
seven  years  before  the  events  here  recorded,  by 
Madame  von  Raven’s  death;  and  the  baron,  to 
whom  the  whole  fortune  descended  by  will,  had 
taken  to  himself  no  second  wife. 

On  the  morning  succeeding  the  arrival  of  Baron- 
ess Harder  and  her  daughter,  the  former  lady  was 
sitting  with  her  brother-in-law  in  the  boudoir  which 
formed  part  of  her  suite  of  rooms.  The  baroness 
still  showed  traces  of  beauty,  which,  however,  had 
years  ago  bloomed  and  faded.  In  the  evening,  per- 
haps, by  the  tempered  luster  of  wax-lights,  the  num- 
berless arts  of  the  toilet  might  have  produced  a de- 
lusive effect ; but  now,  in  the  broad  glare  of  day, 
the  truth  revealed  itself  mercilessly  to  the  eyes  of 
the  governor  as  he  sat  opposite  her. 

“I  cannot  spare  you  these  details,  Matilda,”  he 
said ; “ though  I quite  understand  how  painful  they 
must  be  to  you.  The  matter  must  be  discussed  be- 
tween us  once,  at  least.  By  your  wish  I undertook 
the  settlement  of  the  baron’s  affairs,  so  far  as  it  was 
possible  for  me  to  settle  them  at  this  distance. 
They  proved  to  be  in  a state  of  absolute  chaos,  and 
even  with  the  help  afforded  me  by  your  solicitor,  I 
had  the  greatest  difiiculty  in  mastering  their  com- 
plications. I have  at  length  succeeded,  and  the  re- 
sult of  my  labors  I communicated  to  you  in  Switzer- 
land.” 

The  baroness  pressed  her  handkerchief  to  her 
eyes. 

“A  comfortless  result!”  she  said. 

^^But  one  not  unexpected.  There  was,  I regret  to 
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say,  no  possibility  of  rescuing  for  you  even  a slender 
portion  of  your  fortune.  I advised  you  to  go 
abroad,  because  it  would  have  been  too  mortifying 
to  you  to  witness  the  sale  of  your  town-house  and 
the  breaking-up  of  your  establishment  in  the  capital. 
In  your  absence,  what  was  really  an  act  of  necessity 
to(^  the  color  of  a voluntary  withdrawal  from 
society,  and  I have  been  careful  that  the  true  state 
of  the  case  should  not  transpire  among  your  old  in- 
timate friends  and  associates.  Happen  what  may 
now,  the  honor  of  the  name  you  and  Gabrielle  bear 
is  safe,  ^ou  need  fear  no  attack  on  it  from  any  of 
the  creditors.” 

“I  know  that  you  have  made  great  personal 
sacrifices,”  said  Madame  von  Harder.  “My  solici- 
tor wrote  me  all  the  details.  Arno,  I thank  you.” 

With  a touch  of  real  feeling  she  held  out  her  hand 
to  him  as  she  spoke,  but  he  waved  it  back  so  coldly 
that  any  warmer  impulse  in  her  was  at  once 
checked. 

“ I owed  it  to  my  father-in-law’s  memory  to  act  as 
I have  acted,”  he  replied.  “ His  daughter  and  grand- 
child must  always  have  a claim  upon  me,  and  their 
name  must,  at  any  cost,  be  kept  free  from  reproach. 
It  was  these  considerations  which  induced  me  to 
make  the  sacrifices,  and  no  sentimental  feelings  of 
any  sort.  Sentiment,  indeed,  could  have  no  ground 
for  existence  here,  for  as  you  are  aware,  there  was 
little  friendship  between  the  baron  and  myself.” 

“ I always  deeply  deplored  the  estrangement,”  said 
the  baroness,  fervently.  “ Of  later  years  my  hus- 
band sought  in  vain  to  bring  about  a better  under- 
standing. It  was  you  who  persistently  avoided  any 
friendly  intercourse.  Could  he  give  you  a higher 
proof  of  his  esteem,  of  his  confidence,  than  to  in- 
trust to  you  that  which  he  held  most  dear?  On  his 
death-bed  he  named  you  Gabrielle’s  guardian.” 

“That  is  to  say,  having  ruined  himself,  he  made 
over  all  responsibility  touching  the  future  of  his  wife 
and  child  to  me,  whose  constant  enemy  he  had  been 
through  life.  I perfectly  understand  the  value  I 
ought  to  set  on  that  proof  of  his  confidence.” 
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The  baroness  had  recourse  to  her  handkerchief 
again. 

“ Arno  you  do  not  know  how  cruel  your  words  are. 
Have  you  no  pity,  no  consideration  for  a heart- 
broken widow?” 

Raven  made  no  reply,  but  his  eyes  traveled  slowly 
over  the  lady’s  elegant  gray  silk  dress.  She  had 
promptly  laid  aside  her  mourning  at  the  expiration 
of  the  year’s  widowhood,  knowing  that  black  was 
unbecoming  to  her.  The  unmistakable  irony  she 
now  detected  in  her  brother-in-law’s  glance  called 
up  to  her  cheeks  a slight  flush  of  anger,  or  of  con- 
fusion, as  she  went  on: 

“ I am  only  just  beginning  to  hold  up  my  head  a 
little.  If  you  knew  what  cares,  what  humiliations, 
preceded  that  last  terrible  catastrophe,  what  losses 
unexpectedly  befell  us  on  all  sides.  Oh,  it  was  too 
horrible !” 

A faint,  sarcastic  smile  flickered  about  the  baron’s 
lips.  He  knew  right  well  that  the  husband’s  losses 
had  overtaken  him  at  the  gaming-table,  and  that 
the  wife’s  one  care  and  anxiety  had  been  to  eclipse 
all  the  other  ladies  of  the  capital  by  the  superior 
richness  of  her  toilets  and  the  handsome  appoint- 
ments of  her  equipages.  At  her  father’s  death  the 
baron  had  inherited  the  property  conjointly  with 
her  sister.  Her  share  had  been  squandered  to  the  last 
penny,  while  Madame  von  Raven’s  fortune  remained 
intact  in  her  husband’s  hands. 

“Enough!”  he  said,  waiving  the  topic.  “Let  us 
say  no  more  on  this  disageeable  subject.  I have 
offered  you  a home  under  my  roof,  and  I am  glad 
that  you  have  accepted  the  proposal.  Since  my 
wife’s  death,  I have  been  in  some  degree  dependent 
on  strangers,  who  preside  well  enough  over  the 
establishment,  but  who  cannot  in  all  things  All  the 
place  of  the  mistress  of  the  house.  You,  Matilda, 
know  how  to  entertain,  and  like  receptions,  fetes, 
dinners,  and  the  like — now  it  is  precisely  in  regard  to 
these  matters  that  I have  felt  a want.  Our  interests 
coincide,  you  see,  and  I have  no  doubt  we  shall  be 
mutually  satisfled  with  each  other.” 

He  spoke  in  his  usual  cool  and  measured  tone. 
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Evidently  Baron  von  Raven  was  not  disposed  to 
glory  in  the  role  of  benefactor  and  deliverer,  though 
to  these  relatives  of  his  he  had  really  acted  as 
both.  He  treated  the  matter  altogether  from  a 
business  point  of  view. 

‘‘I  will  do  all  in  my  power  to  meet  your  wishes,” 
declared  Madame  von  Harder,  following  her 
brother-in-law’s  example  as  he  rose  and  went  up  to 
the  window. 

He  addressed  a few  rather  indifferent  questions 
to  her,  asking  whether  the  arrangement  of  the 
rooms  was  to  her  taste,  whether  she  received  proper 
attendance  and  had  all  she  required,  but  he  hardly 
listened  to  the  torrent  of  words  with  which  the  lady 
assured  him  that  everything  was  charming — de- 
lightful ! 

His  attention  was  fixed  on  a very  different  object. 

Just  under  the  window  of  that  boudoir  was  a little 
garden  attached  to  the  doorkeeper’s  lodge.  In  this 
garden  Miss  Gabrielle  was  walking,  or  rather  racing 
round  and  round  after  the  doorkeeper’s  two 
children,  for  the  walk  had  resolved  itself  into  a wild 
chase  at  last.  When  the  young  lady  that  morning 
undertook  a short  excursion  “ to  see  what  the  place 
was  like,”  as  she  expressed  it  to  her  mother,  the 
place  itself  had  but  little  part  in  the  interest  she 
manifested.  She  knew  that  George  Winterfeld 
came  daily  to  the  Government-house,  and  it  must 
be  her  task  therefore  to  arrange  some  plan  for  those 
frequent  meetings  which  George  had  declared  to  be 
impossible  or  at  best  exceedingly  difficult. 

Miss  Gabrielle  did  not  adopt  this  view  of  the  case, 
and  her  reconnaissance  was  now  directed  to  one 
end  and  aim,  namely,  to  discover  precisely  where 
the  baron’s  bureaus,  in  which  the  young  official 
was  employed,  were  situated.  On  her  way,  how- 
ever, she  fell  in  with  the  lodge-keeper’s  small  seven- 
year-old  boy  and  his  little  sister,  and  quickly  made 
friends  with  both.  The  bright,  lively  children  re- 
turned the  young  lady’s  advances  with  confiding 
alacrity,  and  these  new  acquaintances  soon  drove  all 
thoughts  of  her  exploring  expedition,  and  alas ! of 
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him  for  whose  sake  it  had  been  undertaken,  entirely 
into  the  back-ground. 

She  allowed  the  little  ones  to  lead  her  into  the 
small  garden  which  was  attached  to  the  lodge,  and 
was  entirely  distinct  from  the  Castle-garden  proper. 
She  admired  with  them  the  shrubs  and  flower-beds, 
and  the  three  rapidly  advanced  in  intimacy.  In  less 
than  a quarter  of  an  hour  a game  was  set  on  foot, 
accompanied  by  all  the  requisite  noise,  to  which  Miss 
Gabrielle  contributed  fully  as  much  as  her  young 
playmates.  She  bounded  after  them  over  the  beds, 
stimulating  them  to  fresh  efforts,  and  provoking 
them  to  ever-renewed  gayety. 

Unbecoming  as  this  no  doubt  was  in  a young  lady 
of  seventeen,  and  in  the  governor’s  niece,  to  an  un- 
prejudiced beholder  the  spectacle  was  none  the  less 
charming. 

The  baroness,  looking  down  from  her  point  of 
observation,  was  struck  with  horror  at  her  daugh- 
ter’s indecorous  conduct  especially  when  she  became 
aware  that  Raven  was  intently  following  the  scene 
below.  W hat  must  that  haughty  man,  that  severe 
stickler  for  etiquette,  think  of  the  education  of 
a young  lady  who  could  comport  herself  in  this  free- 
and-easy  manner  before  his  eyes?  The  baroness, 
apprehending  some  of  those  stinging,  sarcastic 
comments  in  which  her  brother-in-law  was  wont  to 
indulge,  sought,  as  much  as  in  her  lay,  to  mitigate 
the  ill  impression. 

“Gabrielle  is  wonderfuly  childish  still  at  times,” 
she  lamented.  “ It  is  impossible  to  make  her  under- 
stand that  such  babyish  ways  are  highly  unsuitable 
in  a young  lady  of  her  age.  I almost  dread  her  flrst 
appearance  in  society— which  had  to  be  postponed 
a year  in  consequence  of  her  father’s  death.  She 
is  quite  capable  of  behaving  in  that  wild,  reckless 
way  in  a drawing-room.” 

“Let  the  child  be  natural  while  she  may,”  said 
the  baron,  his  eyes  still  fixed  on  the  group  below. 
“ She  will  learn  soon  enough  to  be  a lady  of  fashion. 
It  would  really  be  a pity  to  check  her  now ; the  girl 
is  a very  sunbeam  incarnate.” 

The  baroness  pricked  up  her  ears.  It  was  the 


40 


A PLAIN  TALK. 


first  time  she  had  ever  heard  a speech  at  all  genial 
from  her  brother-in-law’s  lips,  or  seen  in  his  eyes  any 
expression  other  than  that  of  icy  reserve.  He 
visibly  took  pleasure  in  Gabrielle’s  high  spirits,  and 
the  wise  woman  resolved  to  seize  the  propitious  mo- 
ment, in  order  to  clear  up  a point  which  lay  very 
near  her  heart. 

“Poor  child,  poor  child!”  she'  sighed,  with  well- 
simulated  emotion.  “ Dancing  on  so  merrily  through 
life,  and  little  dreaming  of  the  serious,  perhaps 
sorrowful,  future  in  store  for  her  I A well-born, 
portionless  girl ! It  is  a bitter  lot,  and  doubly  bit- 
ter for  one  who,  like  Gabrielle,  has  been  brought 
up  with  great  expectations.  She  will  find  this  out 
soon  enough!” 

The  maneuver  succeeded  beyond  all  anticipation. 
Raven,  whom  in  general  nothing  would  move, 
seemed  for  once  to  be  in  a pliable  mood,  for  he  turned 
round  and  said,  in  a quick,  decided  manner: 

“What  do  you  mean  by  a ‘sorrowful  future,’ 
Matilda?  You  know  that  I have  neither  children 
nor  relatives  of  my  own.  Gabrielle  will  be  my  heir- 
ess, and  therefore  there  can  be  no  question  of 
poverty  for  her.” 

A gleam  of  triumph  shone  in  the  baroness’  eyes, 
as  she  thus  obtained  the  assurance  she  had  long  so 
ardently  desired. 

“You  have  never  declared  your  intentions,”  she 
remarked,  concealing  her  satisfaction  with  an 
effort:  “and  I,  naturally,  could  not  touch  on  such  a 
subject.  Indeed,  the  whole  matter  was  so  foreign 
to  my  thoughts ” 

“ lias  it  really  never  occurred  to  you  to  speculate 
on  the  chances  of  my  death,  or  on  the  will  I might 
leave?”  interrupted  the  baron,  giving  full  play  now 
to  the  sarcasm  he  had  hitherto  partially  restrained. 

“My  dear  Arno,  how  can  you  imagine  such  a 
thing?”  cried  the  lady,  deeply  wounded.  He  paid 
no  heed  to  this  little  burst  of  indignation,  but  went 
on  quietly: 

“ I trust  that  you  have  not  spoken  to  Gabrielle  on 
the  subject”— he  little  knew  that  it  had  been  almost 
a daily  topic— “ I do  not  wish  that  she  should  be 
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taught  to  think  of  herself  as  an  heiress;  still  less 
do  I wish  that  this  girl  of  seventeeen  should  make 
my  will  and  my  fortune  the  objects  of  her  calcula- 
tions, as  it  is,  of  course,  quite  natural  others  should 
do.” 

The  baroness  drew  a deep  sigh. 

“ I meet  with  nothing  but  misconception  from  you. 
You  even  cast  suspicion  on  the  promptings  of  a 
mother’s  love,  and  misjudge  her  who,  without  fear 
or  care  for  herself,  trembles  for  the  future  of  an 
only  child!” 

“Not  at  all,”  said  Raven,  impatiently;  he  was 
evidently  weary  of  the  conversation.  “You  hear,  I 
consider  such  anxiety  natural,  and  therefore  I re- 
peat the  assurance  I have  just  given  you.  My 
property  having  come  to  me  from  my  father-in-law, 
1 intend  that  it  shall  one  day  descend  to  his  grand- 
child. Should  Gabrielle,  as  is  probable,  marry  dur- 
ing my  life-time,  I shall  provide  for  her  dowry ; at 
my  death  she  will  be,  as  I have  said,  my  sole  heir- 
ess.” 

The  emphasis  he  laid  on  the  word  proved  to  the 
baroness  that  for  herself  she  had  nothing  to  expect. 

Her  daughter’s  future  being  assured,  however, 
she  might  look  on  her  own  as  secure  also,  and  thus 
her  double  object  was  attained.  The  hardly  vailed 
contempt  with  which  Raven  treated  her,  and  which 
Gabrielle’s  fine  instinct  had  detected  in  the  manner 
of  his  first  welcome,  was  by  Madame  von  Harder 
either  unfelt  or  unheeded.  She  had  in  her  secret 
heart  no  more  love  for  her  brother-in-law  than  he 
for  her ; and  in  returning  sweet  words  and  gracious 
looks  for  his  brusque  curtness  and  indifference,  she 
was  merely  deferring  to  a stern  necessity ; but  the 
prospect  of  taking  her  place  at  the  head  of  so 

brilliant  an  establishment,  of  shining  in  R as 

the  governor’s  near  relative,  and  in  this  quality,  of 
taking  precedence  everywhere,  soothed,  and  in  a 
great  measure  reconciled  her  to  this  necessity. 

A few  minutes  later  Raven  traversed  the  ante- 
room, which  had  the  same  view  as  the  adjoining 
boudoir,  and  stopping  a moment  at  the  window, 
cast  one  more  glance  below. 
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‘‘  Sad  that  the  child  should  have  fallen  to  such 
parents,  and  have  had  such  a brin^ing-up !”  he  mut- 
tered. “ How  long  will  it  be  before  Gabrielle  be- 
comes a coquette  like  her  mother,  caring  for  noth- 
ing but  dress,  intrigues,  and  society  gossip?  The 
pity  of  it!” 

As  has  already  been  said,  the  governor’s  official 
quarters,  whither  he  now  repaired,  were  situated 
on  the  basement  floor  of  the  castle.  He  transacted 
much  of  his  business  in  his  own  private  study,  but 
would  frequently  visit  the  bureaus  of  the  various 
departments.  The  clerks  therein  employed  were 
never  safe  from  a sudden  and  unforeseen  descent  ol 
the  master,  whose  keen  eyes  descried  the  smallest 
irregularity.  The  official  who  was  so  unlucky  as 
to  be  surprised  in  any  breach  of  the  regulations 
never  escaped  without  a sharp  reprimand  from  “ th(j 
chief,”  who,  so  far  as  possible,  directed  everything 
in  person,  and  introduced  into  his  bureaus  the  sam^^ 
iron  discipline  which  marked  his  general  adminis- 
tration. 

The  business  of  the  day  had  begun  long  before, 
and  the  clerks  were  all  in  their  places  when  the 
baron  entered,  and  slightly  bowing,  walked  through 
the  offices.  Some  of  the  sections  he  merely  passed 
through  with  one  brief  inquisitorial  glance  around ; 
in  others  he  stopped,  put  a question,  made  a remark, 
in  several  cases  asking  to  look  at  a document.  His 
manner  to  his  subordinates  was  cool  and  deliberate, 
but  polite,  and  the  young  men’s  faces  showed  in 
what  awe  they  stood  of  the  governor’s  frown. 

As  the  latter  entered  the  last  room  of  the  series, 
an  elderly  gentleman,  who  was  at  work  there  alone, 
rose  respectfully  from  his  desk. 

Tall  and  meager  of  person,  with  a face  deeply 
lined,  and  a stiff,  unbending  carriage,  this  in- 
dividual bore  himself  with  the  grave  dignity  of  a 
judge.  His  gray  hair  was  carefully  brushed,  not  a 
wrinkle  nor  a speck  of  dust  was  visible  on  his 
black  suit  of  clothes,  while  a broad  white  neckcloth 
of  portentous  dimensions  gave  to  its  wearer  a cer- 
tain peculiar  solemnity  of  aspect. 

“Good-morning,  councilor,”  said  the  baron,  with 
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more  cordiality  than  his  manner  usually  showed, 
signing  to  the  other  to  follow  him  into  a smaller 
side-office,  where  he  generally  received  his  officials 
in  single  audience.  “ I am  glad  to  see  you  back 
again.  I missed  you  greatly  during  the  few  days 
you  were  absent.” 

Court-councilor  Moser,  chief  clerk  and  head  of 
the  bureaucratic  staff,  received  this  testimony  to 
his  indispensability  with  visible  satisfaction. 

“I  hastened  my  return  as  much  as  possible,”  he 
replied,  “Your  excellency  is  aware  that  I only  ap- 
plied for  leave  in  order  to  fetch  my  daughter  from 
the  convent  in  which  she  has  been  educated.  I had 
the  honor  of  presenting  her  to  your  excellency 
yesterday,  when  we  met  in  the  gallery.” 

“ It  seems  to  me  you  have  left  the  young  lady 
rather  too  long  under  spiritual  guidance,”  remarked 
Raven ; “ she  almost  gives  one  the  impression  of  a 
nun  herself.  I am  afraid  this  convent  education 
has  completely  spoiled  her.” 

The  chief-clerk  raised  his  eyebrows,  and  stared  at 
his  superior  in  dismayed  astonishment. 

“How  does  your  excellency  mean?” 

“I  mean  spoiled  her  for  worldly  purposes,”  the 
baron  corrected  himself,  a hardly  pereptible  smile 
hovering  about  his  lips  as  he  noticed  the  consterna- 
tion depicted  in  the  other’s  face. 

“ Ah ! yes,  indeed,  there  your  excellency  is  right” 
— the  chief-clerk  never  neglected  an  opportunity  of 
giving  the  governor  his  title,  even  though  he  had  to 
repeat  it  three  times  in  a single  sentence— “but 
my  Agnes’  mind  was  never  given  to  the  things  of 
this  world,  and  she  will  shortly  renounce  them  alto- 
gether. She  has  resolved  on  taking  the  vail.” 

The  baron  had  taken  up  some  papers,  and  stood 
glancing  over  their  contents  as  he  quickly  pursued 
his  conversation  with  the  old  gentleman,  the  only 
official  whom  he  admitted  to  anything  like  familiar 
terms. 

“Well,  that  is  hardly  surprising,”  he  observed. 
“When  a young  girl  is  left  in  a convent  from  the 
age  of  fourteen  to  that  of  seventeen,  one  must  be 
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prepared  for  some  such  resolve.  Does  it  meet  with 
your  approval?” 

“ It  is  hard  for  me  to  give  up,  once  and  forever, 
my  only  child,”  said  the  councilor,  solemnly.  “Far 
be  it  from  me,  however,  to  place  hindrances  in  thd 
way  of  so  holy  a vocation.  1 have  given  my  con- 
sent. My  daughter  is  to  spend  some  months  at 
home,  to  see  something  of  the  world  before  she  en- 
ters on  her  novitiate  in  the  convent  where  she  lias 
hitherto  been  at  school.  The  Reverend  Mother 
wishes  to  avoid  even  the  slightest  appearance  of 
constraint.” 

“ The  Reverend  Mother  is,  no  doubt,  pretty  sure 
of  her  pupil,”  observed  the  baron,  with  a touch  of 
irony  which  happily  escaped  his  hearer.  “ Well,  if 
it  is  the  young  lady’s  own  desire,  there  is  nothing 
to  be  said  against  it ; but  I am  sorry  for  you,  who 
hoped  to  find  in  your  daughter  a support  for  your 
old  age,  and  who  must  now  resign  ner  to  the  nuns.” 

“To  Heaven,”  emended  the  old  gentleman,  with 
a pious  upward  glance;  “to  Heaven,  befi  re  whose 
claims  even  a father’s  rights  must  necessarily  give 
place.” 

“ Of  course,  of  course — and  now  to  business.  Is 
there  anything  of  importance  on  hand?” 

“The  advices  received  from  the  superintendent  of 
police ” 

“Yes,  yes,  I know.  They  are  making  a great 
disturbance  in  the  town  about  these  new  measures. 
Tney  will  have  to  submit  to  them.  Anything 
else?” 

“There  is  the  full  and  detailed  report  to  the 
ministry  which  has  already  been  discussed.  Whom 
does  your  excellency  appoint  to  draw  it  up?” 

Raven  considered  a moment. 

“Assessor  Winterfeld.” 

“Assessor  Winterfeld!”  repeated  the  other, 
slowly,  and  with  dissatisfaction  in  his  tone. 

“Yes;  I should  like  to  give  him  an  opportunity 
of  distinguishing  himself,  or,  at  least,  to  bring  him 
into  notice.  In  spite  of  his  youth,  he  is  one  of  the 
cleverest,  most  able  men  we  have.” 

“ But  not  sound,  your  excellency,  very  far  indeed 
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from  sound.  He  has  a decided  liberal  tendency ; 
he  leans  to  the  opposition ” 

“All  the  younger  men  do  that,”  interrupted  the 
baron.  “ They  are  all  red-hot  reformers,  eager  to 
set  the  world  to  rights,  and  they  consider  it  a proof 
of  character  to  do  a little  in  the  way  of  opposition 
to  the  government  of  their  country.  These  ideas 
tone  down  in  the  course  of  time.  Promotion 
generally  works  a cure  in  such  cases,  and  I dare 
say.  Assessor  Winterfeld’s  will  be  no  exception  to 
the  rule.” 

The  chief-clerk  shook  his  head  doubtfully. 

“ So  far  as  regards  his  abilities  and  many  personal 
advantages,  I fully  concur  in  the  flattering  opinion 
your  excellency  has  formed  of  him ; but  certain 
things  have  come  to  my  knowledge  concerning  the 
assessor,  certain  things  which,  I fear,  indicate 
flagrant  disloyalty  on  his  part.  It  is,  I regret  to 
say,  established  beyond  all  doubt  that,  on  the  oc- 
casion of  his  last  leave  of  absence  he  formed  in 
Switzerland  the  most  suspicious  connections,  and 
consorted  with  all  kinds  of  socialists  and  dangerous 
revolutionary  characters.” 

“That  I do  not  believe,”  said  the  baron,  decidedly. 
“ Winterfeld  is  not  the  man  to  hazard  his  future  in 
so  reckless  and  objectless  a manner.  His  is  not  one 
of  those  flighty  romantic  natures  which  are  easily 
assailable  by  such  temptations.  The  story  has 
another  version,  probably.  I will  inquire  into  it. 
As  regards  the  report,  I abide  by  my  decision.  May 
I ask  you  to  send  the  assessor  to  me?” 

The  councilor  went,  and  a few  minutes  later 
George  Winterfeld  entered  the  room.  The  young 
man  knew  that,  in  being  chosen  for  the  task  now 
before  him,  an  honor  was  conferred  on  him  above 
all  his  colleagues,  but  the  distinction  seemed  rather 
to  weigh  upon  than  to  elate  him.  He  received  his 
chief’s  instructions  with  quiet  attention,  grasped 
the  short,  comprehensive  directions  fully,  caught 
with  apt  intelligence  the  several  hints  which  the 
governor  thought  well  to  give  him,  and  proved  by 
a few  pithy  remarks  that  he  had  made  himself 
thoroughly  conversant  with  the  subject  before  him. 
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Raven  had  too  often  to  fight  against  the  dull-witted 
incapacity  of  his  subordinates  not  to  feel  satisfac- 
tion at  being  thus  met  half  way,  some  words  now 
sufficing  to  convey  his  meaning,  whereas  he  was 
frequently  obliged  to  stoop  to  long  and  wearisome 
explanations.  He  was  visibly  well-pleased.  The 
business  in  hand  was  dispatched  in  a comparatively 
short  space  of  time,  and  George,  having  noted  down 
some  memoranda  of  his  instructions,  only  waited  for 
the  signal  of  dismissal. 

“One  thing  more,”  said  the  baron,  in  no  way 
changing  the  quiet,  business-like  tone  he  had  used 
throughout  the  interview.  “You  spent  some  time 
in  Switzerland,  I believe,  during  your  late  leave  of 
absence.” 

“Yes,  your  excellency.” 

“I  am  told  you  there  sought  out  associates,  or, 
at  all  events,  formed  certain  connections,  unsuitable 
to  a man  holding  your  official  position.  What  is 
the  truth  of  the  matter?” 

The  baron’s  eyes  rested  on  the  young  clerk  with 
that  keen,  searching  gaze  so  dreaded  by  those 
under  his  command.  Winterfeld,  however,  showed 
neither  dismay  nor  embarrassment. 

“ I sought  out  an  old  college  friend  in  Z ,”  he 

replied,  calmly ; “ and  at  his  warm  instance  staid 
some  weeks  at  his  fathers’s  house,  the  latter  being, 
it  is  true,  a political  refugee.” 

Raven  frowned. 

“That  was  an  act  of  imprudence  I should  not  have 
expected  from  you.  You  should  have  reflected  that 
such  a visit  would  naturally  excite  remark  and 
arouse  suspicion.” 

“ It  was  a friendly  visit,  nothing  more.  I can  give 
my  word  that  it  had  not  the  remotest  reference  to 
politics.  This  is  simply  and  solely  a private  affair.” 

“No  matter,  you  should  take  your  position  into 
consideration.  A friendship  with  the  son  of  a man 
politically  compromised  might  be  passed  over  as 
harmless,  though  it  would  hardly  go  to  further  your 
advancement ; but  intimacy  with  his  father  and  a 
prolonged  sojourn  at  his  house  should  distinctly 
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have  been  avoided.  What  is  this  gentleman’s 
name?” 

“Doctor  Rudolph  Brunnow.”  The  words  came  in 
clear,  steady  tones  from  George’s  lips,  and  now  it 
was  his  turn  to  watch  his  interlocutor.  He  saw  a 
spasmodic  contraction  of  the  muscles — saw  a swift, 
sudden  pallor  overspread  the  stern  features,  while 
the  lips  were  tightly  pressed  together ; but  all  this 
came  and  went  with  lightning-speed.  In  the  next 
instant  the  man’s  habitual  self-control  prevailed. 
Accustomed  at  all  times  to  show  an  impassive,  im- 
penetrable front  to  those  about  hjm,  he  at  once  re- 
gained his  usual  perfect  composure.” 

“Ah,  indeed;  Rudolph  Brunnow!”  he  repeated 
slowly. 

“I  do  not  know  whether  the  name  is  famil- 
iar to  your  excellency,”  George  hazarded,  but 
quickly  repented  of  his  hasty  speech.  The  baron’s 
eyes  met  his,  or  rather,  as  Gabrielle  expressed  it, 
they  bored  him  through  and  through,  seeking  to 
read  the  secrets  of  his  inmost  heart.  There  was  a 
dark  menace  in  that  searching  gaze  that  warned 
the  young  man  to  go  no  step  further.  He  felt  as 
though  he  were  standing  on  the  verge  of  an  abyss. 

“You  are  an  intimate  friend  of  Dr.  Brunnow’s 
son,”  Raven  began  again,  after  the  pause  of  a 
second ; “ and  therefore,  in  all  probability,  intimate 
with  the  father  also.” 

“ I only  made  the  doctor’s  acquaintance  this  sum- 
mer, and  though  his  views  are  occasionally  warped 
by  a certain  harshness  and  bitterness,  I found  him 
an  honorable  and  upright  man,  for  whom  I must 
entertain  the  greatest  esteem.” 

“You  would  do  wisely  not  to  express  your  senti- 
ments so  openly,”  said  the  baron,  with  frigid  dis- 
pleasure. “You  are  the  servant  of  a State  which 
has  passed  judgment  on  a certain  class  of  political 
offenders,  and  still  inexorably  condemns  them. 
You  ought  not  to,  and  must  not,  consort  familiarly 
with  those  who  publicly  proclaim  themselves  its 
enemies.  Your  position  imposes  on  you  the  duties 
before  which  all  mere  emotional  feelings  of  friend- 
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ship  must  give  way.  Remember  that,  Mr.  Winter- 
feld.” 

George  was  silent.  He  understood  that  behind 
the  icy  calm  of  this  address  there  lay  a threat ; un- 
derstood, too,  that  the  threat  was  leveled  not  at  the 
official,  but  at  the  man  who  had  been  initiated  into 
the  secrets  of  a past  which  Raven  had  probably  be- 
lieved long  buried  and  forgotten,  and  which  now 
started  up,  phantom-like,  before  his  eyes.  Painful 
as  it  might  be,  the  remembrance  had  not  power  to 
move  the  baron  for  more  than  an  instant.  As  he 
rose  from  his  chair,  and  slightly  waved  his  hand  in 
token  of  dismissal,  the  old  unapproachable  haughti- 
ness marked  his  bearing. 

“You  are  warned  now.  That  which  has  passed 
shall  be  overlooked,  considered  as  a hasty  error. 
That  which  you  may  do  in  future  will  be  done  at 
your  own  risk  and  peril.” 

George  bowed  in  silence,  and  left  the  room.  He 
felt  now,  as  he  had  often  felt  before,  that  Dr.  Brun- 
now  had  been  right  in  warning  him  against  the 
almost  magic  influence  exercised  by  Raven  over  all 
who  came  in  contact  with  him. 

The  young  man,  after  the  weighty  disclosures 
which  had  been  made  to  him,  had  felt  he  was  en- 
titled to  look  down  from  a lofty  height  on  the 
traitor  and  the  renegade ; but  the  power  to  do  so 
had  gone  from  him  as  he  re-entered  the  charmed 
circle  surrounding  that  master-mind.  Disdain  could 
not  hold  its  own  before  those  eyes  which  so  impera- 
tively demanded  obedience  and  compelled  respect; 
it  glanced  off  scathless  from  the  man  who  carried 
his  guilty  head  with  so  high  and  proud  a mien,  as 
though  he  recognized  no  judge  over  him  or  his 
actions. 

Little  as  George  allowed  himself  to  be  affected  by 
the  exalted  position  and  imperious  bearing  of  his 
superior,  just  as  little  could  he  escape  the  spell  of 
that  chief’s  intellectual  ascendency.  And  yet  he 
knew  that  sooner  or  later  a struggle  must  come  be- 
tween himself  and  the  baron,  who  held  in  his  hands 
Gabrielle’s  future,  and,  consequently,  all  his  own 
chances  of  happiness.  The  secret  could  not  be  kept 
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forever — and  what  would  happen  when  it  should 
be  known? 

The  image  of  his  love  rose  up  before  the  young 
man^s  eyes — of  his  love,  of  whom  as  yet  he  had 
caught  no  glimpse,  though  she  had  arrived  the 
evening  before,  and  at  that  moment  the  same  roof 
covered  them — and  by  its  side  appeared  the  iron  in- 
flexible countenance  of  him  he  had  just  left.  Now, 
for  the  first  time,  he  divined  how  severe  would  be 
the  struggle  by  which  he  must  hope  to  conquer  all 
that  he  held  dear  in  life. 


CHAPTEK  IV. 

LIVING  IN  KEBELLION. 

Some  weeks  had  passed.  Baroness  Harder  and 
her  daughter  had  made  and  received  the  necessary 
inauguratory  visits,  and  the  former  lady  had  ob- 
served with  much  satisfaction  the  request  and 
deference  everywhere  shown  them  on  the  governor’s 
account.  Still  better  pleased  was  she  to  discover 
that  her  brother-in-law  really  required  nothing 
further  from  her  than  to  play  the  hostess  and  dis- 
pense the  hospitalities  of  the  castle ; no  troublesome 
or  unpalatable  duties  were  imposed  on  her,  as  she 
at  first  had  feared  might  be  the  case.  Socially  and 
ostensibly,  she  represented  the  mistress  of  the 
house,  of  which,  in  reality,  she  was  but  the  guest. 
Some  women  might  have  felt  the  position  in  which 
she  was  thus  placed  a humiliating'  one,  but  a desire 
for,  domination  was  as  foreign  to  the  baroness’ 
mind  as  a sense  of  duties  to  be  fulfilled.  She  was 
too  superficial  to  understand  either  of  these  great 
motive-powers.  Affairs  were  shaping  themselves 
in  a far  more  satisfactory  manner  than,  after  the 
catastrophe  which  followed  her  husband's  death, 
she  had  had  a right  to  expect.  She  was  living  with 
her  daughter  in  the  midst  of  luxury ; the  baron  had 
assigned  to  her  a sum  by  no  means  inconsiderable 
for  her  personal  expenses ; Gabrielle  was  his  ac- 
knowledged heiress.  Taking  all  this  into  con- 
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sideration,  they  might  well,  she  argued,  bear  the 
constraint  which  was  the  unavoidable  result  of  the 
situation. 

Gabrielle,  too,  had  quickly  grown  accustomed  to 
her  new  surroundings.  The  grandeur  and  cere- 
mony of  the  Government-house,  the  scrupulous 
punctuality  and  strict  etiquette  which  there  pre- 
vailed, the  boundless  respect  and  prompt  service  of 
the  domestics,  to  whom  the  slightest  gesture  of  the 
master’s  hand  was  a command — all  this  astonished 
the  young  lady,  and  impressed  her  with  a certain 
awe. 

Sufficient  judgment,  however,  Gabrielle  did  pos- 
sess to  see  that  the  existent  order  of  things  in  this 
parvenu’s  house  was  far  more  fitting  and  in  better 
taste  than  that  she  had  known  at  home,  and  she 
frequently  tormented  her  mother  with  remarks  on 
the  subject. 

The  baroness  was  sitting  on  the  little  sofa  in  her 
boudoir,  turning  over  the  leaves  of  a fashion-book. 
A great  reception  was  to  be  held  at  the  castle  in 
the  course  of  the  next  few  days.  The  highly  im- 
portant question  of  what  dresses  should  be  worn  was 
now  awaiting  decision,  and  both  mother  and  daugh- 
ter were  zealously  applying  themselves  to  the  study 
which  had  such  attractions  for  at  least  one  of  them. 

‘‘Mamma,”  said  Gabrielle,  who  was  sitting  by  her 
mother,  holding  some  stray  leaves  of  the  fashion- 
book.  “Uncle  Arno  declared  yesterday  that  these 
great  parties  were  a troublesome  duty,  imposed  on 
him  by  his  position.  He  does  not  take  the  smallest 
pleasure  in  them.” 

The  baroness  shrugged  her  shoulders.  “ He  takes 
pleasure  in  nothing  but  work.  I never  met  with 
a man  who  gave  himself  so  little  rest  and  recreation 
as  my  brother-in-law.” 

“Rest?”  repeated  Gabrielle.  “As  if  he  even  knew 
what  it  meant,  or  could  endure  it  if  he  did  know ! 
Quite  early  in  the  morning  he  is  sitting  at  his  writ- 
ing-table, and  at  midnight  I often  see  a light  in  his 
study.  Now  he  is  busy  in  his  own  bureaus,  then 
in  the  other  departments ; after  that,  he  drives  out, 
surveying  improvements  here  and  there,  and  in- 
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specting  heaven  knows  what ! In  between  these 
occupations  he  receives  all  sorts  of  people,  listens 
to  reports,  issues  orders.  I really  believe  he  gets 
through  more  work  himself  than  all  his  clerks  put 
together.” 

“ Yes,  he  was  always  a restless  creature,”  assented 
the  baroness.  “ My  sister  often  assured  me  that  it 
made  her  nervous  even  to  think  of  the  unceasing- 
whirl  of  activity  in  which  her  husband  spent  his 
days.” 

G-abrielle  leaned  her  head  on  her  hand,  and  mused 
a little  thoughtfully. 

“Mamma,”  she  soon  began  again,  “your  sister’s 
married  life  must  have  been  a very  dull  and  tire- 
some one.” 

“Tiresome?  What  makes  you  think  so?” 

“Well,  I only  mean  by  what  I hear  in  the  castle. 
My  aunt  lived  in  the  right  wing,  and  my  uncle  in 
the  left.  Sometimes  he  would  not  go  near  her 
rooms  for  weeks,  and  she  never  went  to  his.  He 
had  his  own  carriages  and  servants,  and  she  had 
hers.  They  each  went  and  came  as  they  liked,  with 
Ofiit  giving  each  other  a thought.  It  must  have 
been  a strange  sort  of  life.” 

“Oh,  you  are  quite  mistaken,”  replied  her  mother, 
who  evidenly  saw  nothing  very  shocking  in  such  a 
state  of  things.  “It  was  a perfectly  happy  mar- 
riage. My  sister  had  never  reason  to  complain  of 
her  husband,  who  fulfilled  her  every  wish.  She, 
fortunate  being,  was  never  subjected  to  the  harsh 
words,  to  the  scenes,  which  in  later  years,  I had 
constantly  to  endure.” 

“Yes,  you  and  papa  were  always  quarreling,  that 
is  true,”  said  Gabrielle,  naively.  “Uncle  Arno  never 
did  that,  I am  sure ; but  he  took  no  interest  in  his 
wife,  though  he  can  take  an  interest  in  everything 
else,  even  in  my  schooling.  It  was  very  rude  of 
him  to  say,  a little  while  ago,  in  your  presence,  that 
he  thought  my  education  very  deficient  and 
neglected,  and  that  it  was  easy  to  see  at  a glance 
I had  always  been  left  to  maids  and  governesses.” 

“ I am,  unfortunately,  accustomed  to  such  incon- 
siderate, unkind  speeches  from  him,”  declared  the 
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baroness,  with  a sigh,  which,  however,  did  not  for 
a moment  interrupt  her  close  examination  of  a pat- 
tern before  her.  “ If  I submit  to  them,  I make  the 
sacrifice  simply  and  solely  with  a view  to  your 
future,  my  child.” 

Her  daughter  did  not  seem  particularly  moved  by 
this  proof  of  maternal  solicitude. 

“I  was  catechised  like  a little  schoolgirl,”  she 
grumbled  on.  “ He  worried  me  so  with  his  ques- 
tions and  cross-questions,  that  I got  quite  confused 
at  last,  and  then  he  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  de- 
creed that  I should  begin  taking  lessons  again. 
Take  lessons  at  seventeen ! He  will  have  masters 
out  from  the  town  for  me,  he  says ; but  I shall  just 
tell  him  point-blank  that  it  is  not  necessary,  and  he 
need  not  trouble  himself  about  the  matter.” 

The  mother  looked  up  from  her  fashion-plates. 

“For  Heaven’s  sake,  do  nothing  of  the  kind.  As 
it  is,  you  seem  to  live  in  a state  of  continual  rebel- 
lion to  your  guardian,  and  I often  tremble  with  fear 
lest  you  should  rouse  his  anger  with  your  pertness 
and  obstinacy.  So  far,  I must  say,  he  has  put  up 
with  your  conduct  with  wonderful  patience,  he  who 
could  never  brook  a contrary  word !” 

“I  would  a great  deal  rather  he  grew  angry,” 
said  Gabrielle,  petulantly.  “I  can’t  endure  him  to 
smile  down  at  me  from  that  great  height,  as  if  I 
were  too  insignificant  a child  to  annoy  or  aggravate 
him — he  invariably  does  smile  in  that  way  when 
I attempt  it — and  when  he  is  so  gracious  as  to  kiss 
my  forehead,  I feel  as  if  l should  like  to  run  away 
from  the  place.” 

“ Gabrielle,  I do  beg  of  you ” 

“It  is  of  no  use,  mamma;  I can’t  help  it.  When- 
ever I come  near  Uncle  Arno,  I have  a feeling  as 
though  I must  defend  myself,  defend  myself  with 
all  my  might  and  main  against  something— some- 
thing there  is  about  him.  1 don’t  know  what  it  is, 
but  it  worries  and  vexes  me.  I cannot  behave  to 
him  as  to  other  people.  I cannot,  and  what  is  more, 
I will  not!” 

The  young  lady’s  last  words  were  uttered  in  a 
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tone  of  spirited  defiance.  She  took  up  her  hat  and 
parasol  from  the  table,  and  prepared  to  depart. 

“Where  are  you  going?”  asked  her  mother. 

“ Only  into  the  garden  for  half  an  hour.  It  is  too 
hot  here  in  these  rooms.” 

The  baroness  protested.  She  wished  to  have  the 
grave  question  of  the  toilet  settled  first,  but 
Gabrielle  seemed  to  have  lost  all  interest  in  it  for 
that  day,  and  was,  besides,  too  much  accustomed  to 
follow  the  bent  of  her  own  caprices  even  to  heed  the 
objection.  Next  minute  she  hurried  away. 

The  garden  lay  at  the  back  of  the  castle,  and  was 
bounded  by  its  walls  on  one  side,  while  on  the  other 
it  stretched  away  to  the  edge  of  the  steeply  sloping 
hill.  The  high  fortification  walls,  which  had 
formerly  closed  it  in  on  this  side  also,  had  been 
taken  down,  and  were  now  replaced  by  a low  para- 
pet completely  clothed  in  ivy.  A full,  free  view 
could  thus  be  had  of  the  surrounding  country. 
Below  lay  the  valley,  here  widening  to  its  fullest 
breadth,  and  displaying  to  the  eye  of  the  spectator 
its  picturesque  sites  and  varied  beauties.  The 
castle-mount  was  famed  for  its  prospect  far  and 
wide.  The  garden  itself  still  bore  traces  of  those 
long-by-gone  times  when  it  had  served  as  a pleasure- 
ground  to  the  mediaeval  stronghold.  Somewhat 
narrow,  somewhat  dusky,  and  very  limited  in  space, 
it  was  neither  bright  with  sunshine  nor  gay  with 
flowers. 

One  rarer  charm,  however,  it  could  boast. 
Majestic  ancient  limes  shaded  its  walks,  and  alto- 
gether screened  it  from  view ; not  even  from  the 
castle  windows  could  it  be  overlooked.  Those  leafy 
giants,  the  limes,  had  struck  root  in  the  soil  more 
than  a century  before ; their  grand  old  trunks  had 
weathered  many  a storm,  and  the  mighty  branches 
which  formed  their  crests  were  interwoven  in  one 
vast  thick  canopy,  through  which  but  few  sunbeams 
pierced  their  way. 

The  whole  space  beneath  lay  in  broad,  deep  shade. 
Hardly  a flower  throve  in  this  dim  retreat,  but 
under  foot  was  a pleasant  stretch  of  lawn  dotted 
here  and  there  by  clumps  of  bushes,  from  the  midst 
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of  which  came  the  low  plash  and  murmur  of  a 
fountain.  This  fountain  was  in  the  taste  of  the  last 
century,  and  ornamented  with  old  weather-beaten 
statues,  representing,  in  fantastic  fashion,  sprites 
and  water-nymphs.  The  Nixies’  Well,  as  it  was 
called  from  the  figures  which  adorned  it,  dated 
from  the  castle’s  earliest  times,  and  still  played  a 
certain  role  in  the  traditions  of  the  countryside. 

An  old  legend  had  attributed  some  healing  power 
to  the  spring,  and  notwithstanding  the  fact  that 
the  old  mountain-fortress  had  been  transformed 
into  a most  prosaic  official  residence,  a superstitious 
belief  in  that  legend  was  still  firmly  rooted  in  the 
mind  of  the  people.  Water  was  fetched  thence  on 
certain  days  of  the  year,  and  employed  as  a pre- 
ventive against  sickness  and  as  a remedy  in  various 
ailments,  to  the  supreme  disgust  of  the  governor, 
who  had  done  his  best  on  several  occasions  to  put  an 
end  to  the  folly.  He  had  even  ordered  the  castle- 
garden,  which  had  hitherto  been  accessible  to  the 
public,  to  be  closed,  and  forbidden  the  admittance 
to  it  of  any  stranger.  This  prohibition,  however, 
had  a contrary  effect  to  that  desired.  The  people 
adhered  obstinately  to  their  superstition,  and  clung 
more  tenaciously  than  ever  to  the  object  of  it.  The 
servants  of  the  household  were  moved  by  prayers, 
or  bribed  by  presents,  to  tolerate  in  secret  that 
which  they  dared  not  openly  allow.  The  castle- 
fountain  retained  its  old  reputation,  and  its  waters 
were  venerated  as  almost  holy,  though,  to  be  sure, 
the  divinities  to  whom  it  had  been  consecrated  were 
pagan  enough  in  their  outward  semblance. 

Gabrielle,  too,  had  heard  of  these  things,  had 
heard  of  them  from  the  baron  himself,  who  fre- 
quently alluded  to  the  subject  with  angry  ridicule ; 
and  it  might  possibly  be  that  lurking  spirit  of  re- 
bellion* against  her  guardian,  so  dreaded  by  her 
mother,  which  led  the  young  lady  to  select  this  as 
her  favorite  spot.  To-day  again  she  sought  it,  but 
neither  the  Nixies’  Well  nor  the  noble  prospect 
spreading  out  yonder  on  the  uninclosed  side  of  the 
garden  had  power  to  chain  her  attention.  Gabrielle 
was  out  of  humor,  and  she  had  some  cause  for  dis- 
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content.  After  the  boundless  liberty  she  had  en- 
joyed at  Z , the  strict  formal  etiquette  of  the 

Government-house  galled  and  irritated  her.  She 
could  not  reconcile  herself  to  it ; the  less  so  that  this 
etiquette  was  an  insuperable  obstacle  to  the  fre- 
quent meetings  with  George  Winterfeld  on  which 
she  had  counted. 

Here  in  E. — the  young  people  were  completely 
separated.  With  the  exception  of  a chance  en- 
counter now  and  again,  always  in  the  presence  of 
witnesses,  they  were  fain  to  content  themselves 
with  a casual  glimpse  of  each  other  at  a distance, 
with  some  little  secret  signal,  as  when  George  would 
pass  beneath  the  window  and  furtively  wave  his 
hand  to  a slender,  white-robed  figure  above.  He 
had  attempted  to  approach  her.  His  previous  ac- 
quaintance with  them  justifying  the  step,  he  had 
paid  a visit  to  the  ladies.  The  baroness  would  have 
had  no  objection  to  receive  the  agreeable  young 
man,  as  she  had  received  him  previously,  but  Raven 
gave  her  very  decidedly  to  understand  that  he  did 
not  desire  anything  like  intimacy  between  the  ladies 
of  his  family  and  one  of  his  young  clerks  who  could 
have  no  claim  to  such  a distinction.  So  the  visit 
was  accepted,  but  no  invitation  to  repeat  it  was 
given,  and  thus  the  attempt  proved  abortive. 

True,  it  was  impatience,  rather  than  actual 
trouble  of  mind,  which  made  Gabrielle  rebel 
against  the  restraint  everywhere  surrounding  her. 
Since  the  baron  had  so  calmly  deposed  her  to  the 
rank  of  a child,  she  had  missed  George’s  tender  and 
yet  passionate  homage,  which  formerly  she  had  ac- 
cepted as  a thing  of  course.  He  never  thought  her 
education  deficient  and  neglected,  he  never  cate- 
chised her,  or  expected  her  to  take  wearisome  les- 
sons, as  did  her  guardian,  who  clearly  did  not  know 
how  young  ladies  of  her  age  ought  to  be  treated. 
In  George’s  estimation  she  was  faultless ; the  one 
woman  to  be  adored ; he  was  happy  when  she  just 
blew  a kiss  to  him  from  afar.  And  yet  she  was 
angry  with  George,  too.  Why  did  he  not  try  more 
to  break  through  the  barriers  which  separated  them? 
Why  did  he  remain  at  so  respectful  a distance? 
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Why,  at  least,  did  he  not  write  to  her?  The  young 
girl  was  too  childish  and  inexperienced  to  do  justice 
to  that  feeling  of  delicate  consideration  which  made 
her  lover  shrink  from  anything  likely  to  cast  the 
least  shadow  on  her,  which  made  him  endure  silence 
and  separation  rather  than  venture  on  any  step  that 
might  imperil  her  good  name. 

“Well,  Gabrielle,  are  you  trying  to  fathom  the 
secrets  of  the  Nixies’  Well?”  said  a voice,  sud- 
denly. 

She  looked  quickly  round.  Baron  von  Raven 
stood  before  her — he  must  just  have  stepped  out 
from  among  the  bushes. 

“Well,  Uncle  Arno,  I should  think  you  ought  to 
be  better  acquainted  with  the  secrets  than  I am,” 
retorted  Gabrielle,  laughing.  “ I am  still  a stranger 
in  the  land,  and  you  have  lived  at  the  castle  ever  so 
long.” 

“Do  you  think  I have  had  time  to  listen  to  these 
nursery  tales?” 

The  contemptuous  tone  in  which  he  spoke  jarred 
on  the  girl,  she  hardly  knew  why. 

“ Did  you  never  care  for  such  nursery -tales,  even 
as  a boy?” 

“Not  even  as  a boy.  I had  something  better  to 
think  of  even  then.” 

Gabrielle  looked  up  at  him.  That  proud,  stern 
face,  with  its  expression  of  somber  earnest,  cer- 
tainly did  not  give  the  idea  that  its  owner  could 
ever  have  known  or  cared  for  the  fairy  world  of 
youth. 

“Nevertheless,  my  visit  to-day  is  to  the  Nixies’ 
Well,”  he  went  on.  “I  have  given  orders  to  have 
the  fountain  pulled  down  and  the  spring  stopped ; 
but  I waited  to  see  first  how  it  was  likely  to  affect 
the  ground,  and  what  precautions  should  be  taken.” 

Gabrielle  turned  upon  him  in  alarm  and  indigna-  ‘ 
tion. 

“The  fountain  is  to  be  destroyed?  Why?” 

“ Because  I am  tired  at  length  of  all  the  folly 
connected  with  it.  The  absurd  superstition  is  not 
to  be  uprooted.  In  spite  of  my  strict  orders  to  the 
contrary,  water  is  constantly  being  fetched  from 
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ihe  well  ,and  thus  the  preposterous  delusion  is  kept 
alive.  It  is  high  time  to  put  an  end  to  it,  and  that 
can  only  be  accomplished  by  doing  away  with  the 
object  to  which  the  superstition  clings.  I am  sorry 
that  one  of  the  castle’s  notable  old  curiosities  should 
have  to  fall  a sacrifice — but  no  matter,  the  sacrifice 
must  be  made.” 

“ But  you  will  be  robbing  the  garden  of  its  chief 
ornament,”  cried  Gabrielle.  “It  is  the  sparkle  and 
murmur  of  the  fountain  which  gives  to  the  place  its 
greatest  charm.  And  that  silver-clear  water  is  to 
be  driven  down  into  the  earth?  It  is  a shame, 
Uncle  Arno,  and  I won’t  see  it  done.” 

Raven,  who  was  still  busy  closely  inspecting  the 
fountain,  turned  his  head  slowly  toward  her. 

“You  won’t  see  it  done?”  he  asked,  looking  at  her 
sharply,  but  not  with  the  threatening'  imperious 
frown  wherewith  he  was  accustomed  to  crush  con- 
tradiction in  the  bud ; there  was  even  the  faintest 
flicker  of  a smile  about  his  lips.  “Then,  of  course, 
I shall  have  no  alternative  but  to  recall  the  order  I 
have  given ; it  would  be  the  first  time  such  a thing 
ever  happened  to  me ! Do  you  suppose,  child,  that 
I shall  give  up  a resolve  of  mine  in  deference  to 
your  romantic  fancies?” 

Again  there  came  that  superior,  half-derisive, 
half-pitying  smile  which  Gabrielle  hated,  and  the 
word  ‘child’  which  was  equally  abhorrent  to  her. 
Deeply  wounded  in  her  dignity  as  a maiden  of 
seventeen,  she  preferred  to  make  no  answer,  but 
contented  herself  with  casting  at  her  guardian  a 
look  eloquent  with  indignation. 

“You  are  behaving  as  though  the  demolition  of 
the  fountain  were  a personal  affront  to  yourself,” 
said  the  baron.  “I  see  you  still  preserve  your 
childish  respect  for  the  old  hobgoblin  stories,  and 
are  in  right  earnest  afraid  of  the  nixies  and  the 
phantom-folk.” 

“ I wish  the  nixies  would  avenge  the  contempt 
now  shown  them  and  the  intended  destruction  of 
their  home,”  said  Gabrielle,  in  a tone  which  was 
meant  to  be  playful,  but  which  vibrated  with  real 
anger.  “The  chastisement  would  not  fall  on  me.” 
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“But  on  me,  you  think,”  said  Raven,  sarcas- 
tically. “No,  no;  make  your  mind  easy,  child. 
It  is  only  your  poetic,  moonlight  natures  which  are 
exposed  to  these  things.  The  nixies*  charm  would 
utterly  fail  if  tried  on  me.” 

They  were  standing  close  to  the  fountain’s  edge. 
The  water  fell  with  a soft  monotonous  plash  and 
ripple  out  of  the  stone  shells  down  into  the  basin 
below.  Suddenly  a breezy  gust  diverted  the  course 
of  the  jet,  dashing  its  spray  in  a sparkling  shower 
at  once  over  the  baron  and  Gabrielle.  The  girl 
sprang  back  with  a cry.  Raven  stood  quietly  where 
he  was. 

“That  caught  us  both,”  said  he.  “The  nixies 
seem  to  be  impartial  in  their  favors.  They  stretch 
forth  their  dripping  arms  to  friend  and  foe  alike.” 

Gabrielle  had  retreated  to  the  garden-seat,  and 
was  busy  wiping  the  glittering  drops  from  her  dress 
with  her  handkerchief.  His  raillery  irritated  her 
beyond  all  telling,  and  yet  she  hardly  knew  what 
answer  to  make.  Had  any  one  else  so  spoken  to 
her,  she  would  have  found  some  gay  repartee,  would 
have  turned  the  accident  into  a joke,  and  made  it  a 
pretext  for  merry  banter.  But  now  she  could  not 
do  this.  The  baron’s  jests  were  always  caustic.  It 
was  irony  at  most  which  now  and  then  gleamed  in 
his  face,  and  caused  the  wonted  gravity  of  his 
features  to  relax. 

With  a rapid  movement  he  shook  off  the  drops 
wherewith  he,  too,  was  plentifully  besprinkled,  and 
drew  near  the  garden-seat  in  his  turn,  adding: 

“ I am  sorry  to  ‘have  to  spoil  your  favorite  spot, 
hut,  as  regards  the  fountain,  the  edict  has  gone 
forth.  You  will  have  to  ma*ke  the  best  of  it.” 

Gabrielle  cast  a sorrowful  look  at  the  shining, 
falling  water.  Its  dreamy  murmur  had  possessed  a 
mysterious  attraction  for  her  from  the  very  first 
day.  She  was  almost  ready  to  cry,  as  she  an- 
swered: 

“I  know  you  do  not  care  how  your  orders  vex  and 
distress  other  people,  and  that  it  is  quite  useless  for 
me  to  ask  a favor  of  you.  You  never  listen  to  peti- 
tions of  any  sort.” 
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Raven  crossed  his  arms  quietly  and  looked  down 
at  her. 

“Ah!  you  have  found  that  out  already?” 

“Yes;  and  nobody  ever  thinks  of  coming  to  you 
with  one.  They  are  all  afraid  of  you— the  servants, 
your  clerks,  mamma  even, — every  one  but  me.” 

“You  are  not  afraid?” 

“ No!” 

The  answer  came  boldly  and  resolutely  from  the 
young  lady’s  lips.  She  seemed  to  have  reassumed 
her  warlike  attitude,  and  to  have  determined  this 
time  on  exasperating  the  dreaded  guardian— but  in 
vain.  He  remained  perfectly  calm,  and  appeared 
rather  amused  than  offended  at  his  ward’s  spirit  of 
contradiction. 

“It  is  fortunate  your  mother  is  not  here,”  he  re- 
marked. “She  would  be  a prey  to  the  keenest  anx- 
iety, and  quite  despair  of  the  perverse  young  head 
which  will  not  bend  to  necessity,  as  she  herself  does 
with  admirable  self-abnegation.  You  should  take 
example  by  her.” 

“ Oh,  yes ! mamma  is  docility  itself  where  you  are 
concerned,”  cried  Gabielle,  growing  more  and  more 
excited ; “ and  she  expects  the  same  from  me.  But 
I will  not  play  the  hypocrite,  and  I cannot  like  you. 
Uncle  Arno,  for  you  are  not  good  to  us,  and  never 
have  been  good  to  us.  Your  very  reception  of  us 
when  we  came  was  so  humiliating  that  I should 
have  been  glad  to  go  away  again  at  once ; and  since 
then  you  have  daily  and  hourly  let  us  feel  that  we 
are  dependent  on  you.  You  treat  my  mother  with 
disrespect  which  often  makes  me  go  hot  with  in- 
dignation. You  speak  in  a slighting  way  of  my 
papa,  who  is  dead  and  cannot  defend  himself,  and 
you  behave  to  me  as  though  I were  a sort  of  toy  not 
to  be  thought  of  seriously.  You  have  taken  us  in, 
and  we  live  in  your  castle,  where  everything  is 
much  grander  and  finer  than  in  my  own  home,  but 
I would  far  rather  be  away  in  our  Swiss  exile,  as 
mamma  calls  it — in  our  little  house  by  the  lake, 
which  was  so  simple  and  modest,  where  we  had 
barely  what  was  necessary,  but  where,  at  least,  we 
were  free  from  you  and  your  tyranny.  Mamma 


60 


LIVING  IN  REBELLION. 


insists  on  it.  [ must  bear  it,  because  you  are  rich, 
and  because  my  future  depends  on  your  favor.  But 
I do  not  want  your  money ; I do  not  care  about  be- 
ing your  heiress.  I should  like  to  go  away  from 
here ; the  sooner  the  better !” 

She  had  sprung  up  from  her  seat  and  stood  facing 
him,  glowing  with  passionate  excitement,  one  little 
foot  firmly  plantea  in  advance,  her  head  thrown 
back,  her  eyes  brimming  with  tears  of  anger  and 
of  mortification ; but  there  was  more  in  this  stormy 
outbreak  than  the  mere  defiance  of  a wayward 
child.  Every  word  betrayed  intense  and  deeply- 
wounded  feelings ; and  there  was,  indeed,  but  too 
much  truth  in  the  accusation  she  thus  boldly 
launched  at  her  guardian. 

Eaven  had  uttered  no  syllable  of  interruptibn. 
He  had  stood  immovable,  his  gaze  riveted  on  her 
face;  but  now,  as  she  ceased  speaking,  and  draw- 
ing a long  breath,  pressed  her  hands  on  her  bosom, 
while  a torrent  of  hot  tears  burst  from  her  eyes,  he 
stooped  down  suddenly  and  said,  with  great 
earnestness : 

“ Do  not  cry,  Gabrielle.  To  you,  at  least,  1 have 
been  unjust.  I own  it.” 

Gabrielle’s  tears  were  staid.  Now  only,  as  re- 
fiection  succeeded  to  excitement,  did  she  realize 
all  the  imprudence  of  her  words.  She  had  surely 
counted  on  an  outbreak  of  swift,  fierce  wrath ; and 
in  its  stead,  there  met  her  this  inexplicable  calm. 
She  stood,  mute  and  almost  abashed,  looking  to  the 
ground. 

“So  you  do  not  want  my  money?”  went  on  the 
baron.  “ How  do  you  know  what  my  intention  may 
be  with  regard  to  it?  I have  never  made  any  com- 
munication to  you  on  the  subject,  to  my  knowledge; 
yet  the  topic  would  appear  to  have  been  well  d^is- 
cussed  between  you  and  your  mother.” 

The  young  girl  fiushed  crimson. 

“ I do  not  know ; we  never ” 

“Do  not  attempt  to  deny  it,  child.  You  are  as 
little  versed  in  falsehood  as  in  mercenary  calcula- 
tion, or  you  would  never  have  adopted  such  an  at- 
titude toward  me.  I am  not  angry  with  you  for  it. 
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I can  forgive  open  defiance.  Hypocrisy  and  syste- 
matic scheming  I could  not  have  forgiven  you  at 
your  age.  Thank  God,  the  faulty  education  has 
not  done  so  much  as  I feared.” 

He  took  her  hand  quietly,  as  though  nothing  un- 
usual had  happened,  drew  her  down  on  to  the 
bench,  and  seated  himself  by  her. 

Gabrielle  made  a little  attempt  to  move  away 
from  him. 

“ Stay ! you  must  allow  me  to  meet  your  declara- 
tion of  war  with  an  answer  in  due  form,”  said  the 
baron.  “Your  mother  will  not  share  in  the  hostili- 
ties ; at  least,  not  openly.  I am  sure  she  has  en- 
joined it  on  you  as  a duty  to  be  amiable  and 
gracious  in  your  manner  toward  the  parvenu.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  asked  the  girl,  in  con- 
fusion. 

“Well,  the  term  cannot  be  unfamiliar  to  you.  It 
was,  I believe,  the  special  designation  accorded  to 
me  in  your  father’s  house.” 

This"  time  Gabrielle  bravely  met  the  look  which 
rested  on  her  face. 

“I  know  my  parents  had  no  love  for  you,”  she  an- 
swered. “How  could  they?  You  had  never  been 
anything  but  hostile  to  them.” 

“ I to  them,  or  they  to  me?  but  no  matter,  it  comes 
to  the  same.  These  are  things  whereof  you, 
Gabrielle,  are  not  yet  qualified  to  judge.  You  have 
no  notion  what  it  is  for  a man  holding  an  inferior 
position,  such  as  mine  then  was,  to  enter  an 
eminently  aristocratic  family  and  the  high  social 
sphere  in  which  that  family  moved . In  those 
circles  I had  then,  and  have  had  since,  but  one 
friend,  your  grandfather.  With  every  one  else  I 
had  to  win  my  place  by  force  of  conquest ; and 
there  are  but  two  ways  to  this  end.  Either  the  as- 
pirant must  bow  his  head  and  meekly  submit  to  all 
such  humiliations  as  are  showered  on  a parvenu — 
he  must  either  show  himself  deeply  sensible  of  the 
honor  conferred  on  him,  and  content  himself  with 
being  tolerated— and  to  this  my  nature  was  not 
suited— or  he  must  boldly  usurp  the  master’s  place, 
assert  an  authority  over  the  whole  clique,  show 
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them  there  is  a power  mightier  than  that  of  their 
genealogies,  and  set  his  heel  on  all  their  prejudices 
and  arrogant  pretensions.  Then  they  learn  to  bow 
before  him.  As  a rule,  it  is  far  easier  to  govern  and 
keep  men  under  than  is  generally  supposed.  You 
must  know  how  to  overawe  them.  Therein  lies  the 
whole  secret  of  success.” 

Gabrielle  shook  her  head  slightly. 

“These  are  hard  principles.” 

“They  result  from  my  experience  of  the  world, 
and  I have  thirty  years’  advantage  over  you  in  this 
respect.  Do  you  think  I never  had  my  grand  ideals, 
my  dreams,  and  my  enthusiasm?  Do  you  think  my 
heart  was  never  fired  with  all  the  ardent  imagin- 
ings of  youth?  But  these  things  die  out  as  we  ad- 
vance in  life.  I could  not  carry  my  dreams  with 
me  into  such  a career  as  mine.  They  hold  you  to 
the  ground ; it  was  my  wish  to  mount,  and  I have 
mounted.  Truly,  I had  to  pay  a high  price  for  my 
chance — too  high  a price,  perhaps ; but  no  matter,  1 
have  attained  my  end.” 

“And  has  it  made  you  happy?”  The  question 
came  almost  involuntarily  from  the  young  girl'^ 
lips. 

Kaven  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“Happy?  Life  is  a struggle,  not  a state  of  beati- 
tude. One  must  throw  one’s  adversary,  or  be 
thrown — there  is  no  third  issue.  You,  indeed, 
look  on  all  this  with  other  eyes  as  yet.  To  you,  life 
is  still  one  long  summer  day,  bright  as  the  light 
shining  out  yonder.  You  still  believe  that  far  away 
in  the  glistening  distance,  over  those  blue  moun- 
tains, there  lies  a paradise  of  joy  and  content.  You 
are  mistaken,  child.  The  golden  sun  shines  down  on 
endless  sorrow  and  misery,  and  over  beyond  tlie 
blue  mountains  is  nothing  but  the  toilsome  road 
from  the  cradle  to  the  grave,  the  long  route  we 
diversify  with  so  much  strife  and  hatred.  Life  is 
only  one  great  battle  to  be  fought  every  day  afresh ; 
men  are  but  puppets  to  be  governed— and  despised.” 

There  was  an  indescribable  hardness  and  harsh- 
ness in  his  words,  but  there  was  in  them  also  all 
the  decision  and  energy  proper  to  the  man.  He 
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was  announcing  a dogma  which  had  become  to  him 
indisputable.  The  bitterness  of  spirit  pervading  his 
profession  of  faith  escaped,  indeed,  in  a great 
measure  his  girlish  hearer,  who  listened  half- 
amazed,  half -indignant — listened  and  wondered. 

“ But,  finally,  there  comes  a time  when  the  ever- 
lasting combat  sickens,”  Raven  went  on;  “when  a 
man  comes  to  ask  himself  whether,  after  all,  the 
once  dreamed-of  greatness  were  worth  the  stake  of 
all  he  possessed,  when  he  counts  the  sum  of  victories 
achieved  by  constant  wrestling  and  unremitting  ex- 
ertions, and,  counting  them,  grows  heartily  weary 
of  the  game  he  has  played  so  long.  I am  weary  of 
it  often — very  weary!” 

He  leaned  back,  and  gazed  out  into  the  distance. 
There  was  gloomy  care  in  his  look,  and  the  deep 
weariness  of  which  he  spoke  re-echoed  in  his  voice. 
Gabrielle  was  silent,  greatly  embarrassed  by  the 
serious  turn  the  conversation  had  taken,  and  feel- 
ing herself  led  away  into  quite  unknown  paths. 
Hitherto  she  had  seen  in  her  guardian  the  master 
only — the  master,  iron  of  will  and  inaccessible  to 
sentiment. 

For  the  first  time  this  taciturn,  rigidly  reserved 
nature  expanded  in  a moment  of  self-forgetfulness. 
Gabrielle  looked  down  into  a depth  whereof  she 
had  not  dreamed ; but  instinctively  she  felt  that  she 
must  not  move,  must  not  conjure  up  the  strong 
emotions  stirring  below  the  surface. 

A long  pause  followed.  The  two  looked  out 
silently  at  the  broad  landscape  lying  before  them 
in  the  warm  light  of  a mellow  August  day.  The 
month  had  nearly  run  its  course,  and  summer 
seemed  before  her  departure  to  be  shedding  all  her 
bountiful  stores  of  loveliness  over  the  earth.  Re- 
splendent sunshine  streamed  over  the  ancient  city 
spread  at  the  foot  of  the  castle-hill,  fiooded  the  pas- 
ture lands  and  fields,  gleamed  on  the  hamlets  which 
dotted  the  country  far  and  near,  and  sparkled  in 
the  ripples  of  the  river  winding  its  way  majestically 
through  the  valley. 

Inclosing  this  valley  stood  the  circling  hills,  some 
with  softly  modulated  lines,  some  rising  boldly. 
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jagged  and  rugged,  with  their  stretches  of  green 
meadow  and  dark  patches  of  forest,  out  froni  which, 
here  and  there,  a pilgrim’s  shrine  shone  whitely,  or 
a ruined  fortress,  gray  with  age,  reared  its  crumb- 
ling walls. 

No  stronger  contrast  could  have  been  found  than 
this  beaming  landscape  without,  and  the  deep,  cool 
shade  of  the  castle-garden,  buried  in  its  somber 
quiet.  The  mighty  crests-  of  the  limes,  with  their 
closely  woven  boughs,  shed  a sort  of  mild  green 
twilight  on  the  space  below,  and  from  beneath  the 
tall  trees  came  the  monotonous  plash  of  the  foun- 
tain. In  unvarying  alternation  the  crystal  column 
rose  on  high,  splintered  into  a thousand  fragments, 
and  sank  to  earth  again. 

The  still,  sultry  noon  seemed  to  have  hushed  all 
nature  into  dreamy  repose.  Not  a bird  fluttered, 
not  a leaf  stirred;  from  the  Nixies’  Well  alone  came 
a mysterious  murmur,  breaking  the  deep  stillness. 
Thus  from  time  immemorial  had  the  spring  rippled 
and  dabbled  here  on  the  castle-hill ; for  more  than 
a century  now,  had  this  faithful  companion  fulfllled 
its  duty,  quickening  the  solitude,  enlivening  the 
sequestered  retreat  of  the  castle-garden.  The  old 
statues,  which  had  so  long  protectingly  surrounded 
it,  were  to  fall,  and  the  bubbling  water  was  to  be 
driven  from  the  cheery  light  of  day  down  into  the 
dark  earth  beneath,  there  to  be  held  captive  for- 
evermore. 

Were  its  import  a complaint,  or  a tale  of  whispered 
memories,  that  dreamy  murmur  exercised  a strange 
fascin^ion  over  the  grave,  unbending  man,  who 
had  never  known  the  musings  of  solitude  or  its 
poetic  inspirations,  and  over  the  youthful  blooming 
maiden  at  his  side,  who,  with  laughing  lips  and  a 
merry  heart,  had  hitherto  fluttered  joyously  on 
her  course,  unheeding,  ignorant  of  life’s  earnest. 
All  the  flerce  wrestling  and  striving  on  the  one 
hand,  all  the  happy  childish  fancies  on  the  other, 
were  resolved,  as  it  were,  into  some  nameless 
strange  sensation,  half -sweet,  half -troubled,  which 
held  the  two  in  thralldom.  So,  as  they  sat  listening 
to  the  ripple  and  purl  of  the  water,  unvarying,  and 
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yet  SO  melodious,  the  outer  world  with  its  shining 
vistas  and  wealth  of  golden  warmth  receded  farther 
and  farther  from  view,  until  at  length  it  vanished 
altogether.  Then  dim  shadows  grew  up  round  the 
pair,  a cool  watery  film  gathered  round  them,  and 
they  were  drawn  down,  down  into  vague  mysteri- 
ous depths,  where  no  sound  of  life  penetrated,  where 
all  battling  and  fierce  longing,  all  happiness  and 
sorrow,  died  away  into  one  deep,  deep  dream ; and 
through  their  dreaming,  as  from  some  immeasurable 
distance,  they  could  still  hear  the  faint  spirit-sing- 
ing of  the  spring. 

In  the  city  below,  the  bells  rang  out  the  noonday 
hour.  The  clear  resonant  chimes  were  borne  up  to 
the  castle-hill,  and  at  their  sound  all  the  strange 
fantasies  evoked  by  the  eerie  murmur  of  the  water 
melted  away.  Raven  looked  up  as  though  he  had 
been  suddenly,  roughly  awakened,  and  Gabrielle 
rose  quickly,  and  with  a movement  almost  akin  to 
flight,  hurried  to  the  ivy-kirtled  parapet,  where, 
bending  forward,  she  stood  listening  to  the  distant 
carillon.  The  sound  came  distinctly  to  her  through 
the  still  air,  as  on  that  day  by  the  lake-shore  when 
she  and  George— Gabrielle  did  not  follow  out  the 
thought.  Why  did  George’s  name  force  itself  all  at 
once  on  her  memory,  striking  her  as  with  a re- 
proach? Why  did  his  image  suddenly  appear  be- 
fore her — that  resolute  face  which  seemed  to  say  it 
would  guard  and  maintain  his  rights? 

The  baron  had  risen  too.  He  came  up  to  where 
she  stood. 

“You  have  taken  flight?”  he  said,  slowly.  “From 
what?  From  me,  perhaps?” 

Gabrielle  tried  to  smile,  and  to  master  the  uneasi- 
ness which  possessed  her,  as  she  replied : 

“From  the  murmur  of  the  Nixies’ Well.  It  has 
such  a weird,  ghostly  sound  at  this  noontide  hour.” 

“And  yet  you  have  chosen  this  spot  as  your 

favorite  haunt?”  t m 

“Well,  the  fountain  has  now  lived  its  life,  io- 
morrow,  perhaps,  by  your  command,  the  garden 
will  have  been  turned  into  a wilderness,  a chaos  ot 
stones  and  earth,  and ” 
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“ Little  do  I care  whether  my  orders  distress  other 
people  or  not?”  completed  Raven,  as  she  paused. 
“ It  may  be  so — but,  Gabrielle,  are  you  really  so 
fond  of  this  spring?  Would  it  positively  distress 
you  to  see  it  stopped?” 

“ Yes,”  said  Gabrielle,  in  a low  voice,  looking  up 
at  him.  Her  lips  uttered  no  word  of  entreaty ; but 
her  eyes  besought  him  earnestly,  pleading  for  the 
doomed  fountain. 

Raven  was  silent.  For  some  minutes  he  stood  by 
her  without  speaking.  Then  he  began  again : 

“I  frightened  you  just  now  with  my  harsh  views 
of  life,  but  no  one  says  you  must  share  them.  I 
forgot  for  a moment  that  youth  has  a right  to 
dream,  and  that  it  would  be  cruel  to  rob  you  of  the 
privilege.  Keep  your  faith  still  in  the  golden  far- 
off  future,  in  the  promise  of  the  blue  mountains. 
You  may  yet  put  gentle  confidence  in  the  world 
and  in  mankind ; it  is  little  likely  you  will  ever  in- 
cur their  hostility  and  hatred.” 

His  voice  was  vailed  and  wonderfully  soft,  and 
all  austerity  had  vanished  from  his  look,  as  it  rested 
half -sadly  on  the  young  girl’s  countenance;  but 
Arno  Raven  was  not  one  to  be  long  influenced  by 
such  emotions;  and,  indeed,  it  seemed  that  no 
chance  of  yielding  to  them  was  to  be  afforded  him, 
for  at  this  moment  steps  were  heard  approaching, 
and  as  they  turned,  the  lodge-keeper,  accompanied 
by  an  elderly  man — a mechanic,  apparently — en- 
tered the  garden.  They  stopped  on  perceiving  the 
governor,  and  uncovered  respectfully. 

Raven’s  mildness  had  already  vanished.  He  had 
quickly  shaken  off  the  unwonted  mood. 

“What  is  it?”  he  asked,  in  the  curt,  authoritative 
tone  habitual  to  him. 

“Your  excellency  has  given  orders  that  the 
Kixies  ell  should  be  broken  up,  and  the  spring 
stopped,”  answered  the  master-mason.  “It  was  to 
be  done  to-day,  and  my  men  will  be  here  in  half 
an  hour  or  so.  I only  wanted  to  see  beforehand 
whether  there  would  be  any  difficulty,  and  if  the 
work  was  likely  to  take  up  much  time.*’ 

The  baron  glanced  at  the  fountain,  and  then  at 
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Gabrielle  standing  by  his  side.  There  was  the 
hardly  perceptible  delay  of  a second,  and  then  he 
pronounced  his  decree : 

“ Send  your  people  away.  The  work  is  not  to  be 
done.” 

“What!  your  excellency?”  asked  the  mason,  in 
astonishment. 

“ The  demolition  of  the  fountain  would  injure  the 
garden.  It  is  to  remain.  I will  take  other 
measures.” 

A wave  of  the  hand  dismissed  the  two  men. 
They,  of  course,  ventured  on  no  reply,  but  surprise 
was  plainly  written  on  their  countenances  as  they 
left  the  garden.  It  was  the  first  time  an  order  so 
circumstantially  given  by  the  governor  himself  had 
ever  been  withdrawn. 

Raven  had  stepped  to  the  edge  of  the  basin,  and 
was  watching  the  constantly  falling  shower.  Ga- 
brielle had  remained  in  her  place  by  the  parapet, 
but  now  she  drew  near  slowly,  hesitatingly — pres- 
ently, with  a sudden  movement,  she  held  out  both 
hands  to  him. 

“Thank  you — oh,  thank  you!” 

He  smiled,  not  with  his  usual  sardonic  smile.  A 
ray  of  sunshine  seemed  to  flit  across  his  face,  as  he 
took  the  proffered  hands,  and  gently  raising  Ga- 
brielle’s  head,  stooped  to  kiss  her  brow. 

There  was  nothing  unusual  in  this.  He  was  in 
the  habit  of  thus  saluting  her  when  she  appeared  at 
breakfast  and  wished  him  “Good-morning,”  and 
hitherto  she  had  received  his  caress  most  uncon- 
cernedly ; while  he,  her  guardian,  had  but  in  cool, 
grave  fashion  made  use  of  his  ‘fatherly  rights.'  ” 

To-day,  for  the  first  time,  the  young  girl  in- 
voluntarily sought  to  evade  it;  and  Raven  felt  that 
the  hand  he  held  in  his  own  trembled  a little.  He 
drew  himself  up  suddenly,  without  having  touched 
her  forehead  with  his  lips,  and  dropped  her  hand. 

“You  are  right,”  he  said,  in  a troubled  voice. 
“There  is  a magic  in  the  Nixies’ Well.  Let  us  go.” 

They  turned  away.  Behind  them  the  spring  bab- 
bled and  murmured,  the  fountain  plashed,  throw- 
ing its  white  vail  of  spray  ever  on  high.  That  cruel 
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doom  of  destruction  was  averted  now.  The  beseech- 
ing prayer  of  those  brown  eyes,  and  the  glittering 
tears  which  stood  in  them,  had  saved  the  well. 

Perhaps  at  this  moment  the  cold,  stern  man,  who 
had  long  passed  the  prime  of  life,  may  have  felt 
that  his  boast  had  been  premature  that  not  even  he 
in  his  strength  was  entirely  proof  against  “the 
nixies’  charm.” 


CHAPTER  V. 

FORTUNE  AND  MARRIAGE. 

George  Winterfeld  sat  at  his  writing-table  in  his 
own  room.  He  looked  worn,  and  almost  ill.  The 
transient  freshness  of  tint  called  up  by  his  holiday 
excursion  had  long  since  vanished,  and  the  natural 
pallor,  which  had  even  then  been  noticeable  on  the 
young  man’s  finely  cut  and  intellectual  features, 
had  visibly  increased. 

George  often  worked  at  the  expense  of  his  health ; 
he  was  urged  on  by  a nobler  spur  than  ambition. 
Every  step  he  took  forward  lessened  the  gap  be- 
tween himself  and  the  woman  he  loved,  and,  though 
possessed  of  all  becoming  modesty,  he  was  yet  too 
sensible  of  his  own  abilities  and  his  own  worth  not 
to  cherish  an  assured  hope  that  one  day  that  gap 
would  be  filled  up. 

His  colleagues,  who  for  the  most  part  contented 
themselves  with  getting  through  the  business  which 
fell  to  them  in  office-hours,  knew  nothing  of  the 
assessor’s  quiet,  unceasing  toil.  He  never  alluded 
to  it.  The  chief’s  penetrating  eye  alone  had  dis- 
covered with  what  a fund  of  perseverance,  with 
what  genuine  talent  the  young  clerk  was  gifted, 
though  as  yet  he  had  had  but  small  opportunity  of 
turning  his  gifts  to  active  account. 

George  always  worked  best  in  the  morning  hours. 
He  was  sitting  to-day  bent  over  a volume  of  juris- 
prudence, and  so  immersed  in  its  arid  contents  that 
he  did  not  notice  the  opening  of  the  outer  door  which 
gave  access  to  his  apartments.  It  was  only  when 
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he  heard  a familiar  voice  say:  Don’t  trouble  your- 
self. I can  find  my  way  to  Mr.  Winterfeld  alone,” 
that  he  started  up  from  his  book,  just  as  the  new- 
comer entered. 

“ Good-morning,  George,  old  fellow.  Here  I am, 
you  see.” 

“Max!  Is  it  possible?  What  brings  you  to — 
How  did  you  come  here?”  cried  George,  in  joyful 
surprise,  hurrying  to  meet  his  friend. 

“I  came  straight  from  home,”  replied  the  latter, 
returning  his  friend’s  greeting  with  equal  hearti- 
ness. “ I only  reached  the  hotel  half  an  hour  ago, 
and  came  up  to  see  you  immediately.” 

“ But  why  not  write  me  a few  lines?  Did  you  wish 
to  take  me  by  surprise?” 

“No,  not  that;  the  journey  was  rather  a surprise 
to  myself ; for,  my  dear  fellow,  I am  not  brought 
here  by  any  sentimental  feelings  of  friendship,  as 
you  may  possibly  fiatter  yourself,  but  by  a most 
real  and  practical  matter  of  business,  arising  from 
our  succession  to  some  property.  But,  in  the  first 
place,  how  are  you?  You  are  looking  pale,  as  is  but 
natural  to  a man  who  sits  brooding  in  the  early 
morning  over  his  books.  George,  you  are  incor- 
rigible.” 

George  laughed,  pushed  away  the  hand  that  was 
stretched  out  to  feel  his  pulse,  and  drew  his  friend 
to  the  sofa. 

“ Lay  aside  the  doctor  for  the  nonce,”  said  he.  “ I 
am  perfectly  well.  So  it  is  some  succession-business 
which  brings  you  here.  Have  riches  peradventure 
ovrtaken  you?” 

“Not  riches,  exactly,”  said  Max.  “It  is  only  a 
matter  of  a very  modest  fortune  left  by  a cousin  of 
ours  who  owned  a small  estate  in  the  neighborhood 

of  R . I had  some  acquaintance  with  him.  He 

had  quarreled  with  my  father  out  and  out,  on  ac- 
count of  the  latter’s  political  past;  but  now  he  has 
died  without  a will  or  direct  heirs,  and  my  father, 
as  next  of  kin,  has  received  a summons  from  the 

R tribunal  to  make  good  his  claims.  This  he 

cannot  do  in  person.  You  know  that  he  may  not 
set  foot  in  his  native  land  without  risking  a return 
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to  his  old  quarters  in  that  fortified  place  which  he 
quitted  by  the  somewhat  unusual  conveyance  of  a 
ladder  of  ropes.  The  sentence  formerly  pronounced 
on  him  still  hangs  over  his  head,  so  he  has  sent  me 
as  his  representative.” 

“You  have  full  authority  to  act?”  put  in  the  as- 
sessor. 

“Unlimited;  but  there  will  be  plenty  of  quibbles 
and  delays,  notwithstanding.  My  father’s  flight 
and  protracted  absence  will  complicate  matters, 
and  my  notorious  socialist  name  will  hardly  predis- 
pose the  judicial  mind  to  any  special  affability 
toward  me.  Foreseeing  all  this,  I have  taken  a 
rather  long  leave  and  I intend  to  stay  in  R un- 

til the  business  is  settled.  I count  much  on  your 
legal  advice  and  assistance.” 

“ I am  altogether  at  your  service.  The  first  thing 
for  you  to  do,  however,  is  to  give  up  your  rooms  at 
the  hotel,  and  to  come  here  to  me.” 

“With  your  permission,  I shall  decline  doing 
that,”  said  Max,  dryly. 

“Why?” 

“Because  I don’t  wish  to  bring  you  into  trouble 
with  your  superiors.  Can  you  give  me  your  word 
of  honor  that  the  visit  you  paid  us  this  summer 
passed  unremarked,  that  it  has  called  down  on  you 
no  word  of  blame?” 

George  looked  down. 

“Well,  I certainly  was  favored  with  some  rather 
sharp  observations  from  the  chief ; but  there  are 
bounds  even  to  his  jurisdiction  and  to  the  regard  I 
owe  to  my  position.  I do  not  mean  to  offer  up  to  it 
my  friends  and  private  connections.” 

“You  need  not  do  so,”  returned  the  young  sur- 
geon ; “ but  there  is  no  occasion  to  go  out  of  your 
way  to  challenge  a conflict.  You  know  I have  not 
a very  high  opinion  of  gratuitous  sacrifices,  and 
the  invitation  you  are  now  so  kind  as  to  give  me 
comes  under  that  head.  No  use  to  argue,  George. 
I shall  remain  at  the  hotel.  You  will  compromise 
yourself  quite  sufficiently  in  the  eyes  of  all  loyal 
citizens  by  owning  me  as  a friend  at  all.” 

The  refusal  was  expressed  in  so  decided  a tone 
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that  George  saw  it  would  be  useless  to  insist ; so  he 
yielded  the  point. 

“ W ell,  let  me  congratulate  you  on  coming  into 
the  fortune,  at  all  events,”  he  said.  “Though  it  be 
not  a very  considerable  one,  it  will,  I suppose,  be  of 
importance  to  you.” 

“Certainly;  I am  especially  glad  on  my  father’s 
account.  He  can  now  devote  himself  to  his  be- 
loved science  undisturbed  by  those  material  cares 
which  have  hitherto  held  the  front  rank.  I,  too, 
gain  by  it  my  much-desired  independence.  I should 
long  ago  have  resigned  my  post  at  the  hospital  had 
it  not  been  necessary  to  provide  for  our  household 
an  assured  income  which  can  henceforth  be  dis- 
pensed with.  I shall  set  to  work  to  establish  a 
practice  now  and  marry.” 

“You  are  thinking  of  marrying?”  asked  George, 
in  some  astonishment. 

“ Of  course  I am.  A man  must  have  a wife.  It 
is  necessary  to  his  comfort.” 

“But  whom  do  you  mean  to  marry?” 

“ Ah!  that  I don’t  know  yet.  When  I have  in- 
stalled myself  in  a place  of  my  own,  I shall  hold  a 
review,  make  my  choice,  and  lead  home  my  bride.” 

“Some  daughter  of  Switzerland,  I presume?” 

“Beyond  a doubt.  I think  very  highly  of  the 
solid  good  sense  and  practical  virtues  of  the  Swiss, 
though  it  may  be  there  is  a little  lack  of  polish 
about  them  at  times.  Moreover,  I don’t  want  any 
tender  over-refinement  in  my  wife.  Married  peo- 
ple should  be  cut  out  on  the  same  pattern.” 

“Well, you  seem  to  have  gone  thoroughly  into  it,” 
laughed  George.  “ I dare  say  you  have  made  out  a 
regular  programme,  enumerating  all  the  qualities 
your  future  wife  is  to  possess.  So  let  us  hear. 
Clause  No.  1?” 

“Money,”  said  Max,  laconically.  “Ah!  yes;  that 
rouses  your  sentimental  feelings  to  revolt  again. 
Money  is  indispensable.  Second  desideratum, 
practical  domestic  education.  Third,  fine,  robust 
health.  A doctor,  who  is  knocking  about  all  day 
among  all  sorts  of  maladies,  does  not  want  to  have 
to  prescribe  at  home.  Fourth ” 
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“For  heaven's  sake,  stop!”  interrupted  his  friend. 
“ I believe  there  are  a dozen  sine  qua  non.  Love 
does  not  figure  among  them,  I suppose?” 

“Love  comes  after  marriage,”  replied  the  young 
surgeon,  confidently,  “at  least,  with  rational  peo- 
ple ; and  the  unions  which  answer  best  are  those 
based  on  the  solid  grounds  of  reason  and  common 
sense.  When,  after  a mature  consideration  of 
character  and  circumstances,  I find  that  my  pro- 
gramme fits,  I shall  make  my  offer  at  once,  and  get 
married;  and  therewith  all  is  said.” 

George  smiled  rather  sadly  as  he  laid  his  hand  on 
his  friend’s  arm. 

“ My  dear  Max,  I know  very  well  for  whom  your 
sermon  is  intended.  Unfortunately,  it  can  avail 
nothing.  You  will  not  understand  this  until  some 
passion,  springing  up  in  your  own  breast,  dashes 
tlirough  all  your  clauses  at  a stroke,  and  upsets  your 
conclusions.” 

“ A minute,  please.  Mine  is  no  romantic  nature. 
I leave  romance  to  certain  other  people  of  my  ac- 
quaintance. By  the  by,  how  is  your  little  affair 
progressing?  May  I expect  again  to  fill  the  part  of 
confidant,  and  when  occasion  offers,  to  resume  my 
former  functions  as  sentinel?  I am  at  your  orders.” 

George  sighed. 

“No,  Max,  there  is  no  question  of  that.  I hardly 
ever  see  Gabrielle,  and  have  only  spoken  to  her 
once  in  her  mother’s  presence.  The  governor  has 
built  up  around  his  house  such  a rampart  of  haughty 
reserve  and  exclusiveness,  that  it  is.  impossible  to 
break  through  it.” 

“Poor  old  fellow!  the  melancholy  of  your  appear- 
ance becomes  explicable  to  me.  Well,  you  see  the 
consequences  of  taking  these  things  too  seriously. 
My  programme  and  my  clauses,  at  which  you  jeer 
in  a most  uncalled-for  manner,  protect  me  from  such 
misadventures.” 

George  looked  at  his  watch. 

“Excuse  me,  I must  be  off  to  the  Chancellery. 
Our  office-hours  begin  early ; but  after  three  o’clock 
I am  at  liberty,  and  I will  look  you  up  immediately. 
Shall  I go  with  you  to  the  hotel?” 
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The  young  surgeon  preferred  to  bear  his  friend 
company  on  his  way  to  the  bureau,  so  the  two  set 
out  together.  They  walked  through  the  streets, 
chatting  as  they  went,  and  at  the  foot  of  the  hill 
they  came  upon  Councilor  Moser.  This  gentleman 
had  his  quarters  at  the  Government-house  itself, 
but  he  was  in  the  habit  of  taking  a constitutional 
in  the  morning  before  oifice-hours  commenced,  and 
from  this  exercise  he  was  now  returning.  He  ad- 
vanced slowly,  with  his  usual  stiff  and  solemn  mien, 
his  chin  well  buried  in  his  white  cravat,  and  re- 
turned his  subordinate's  greeting  with  an  affable 
but  dignified  bow. 

“You  are  looking  tired,  Mr.  Winterfeld,”  he  ob- 
served, in  a benevolent  tone.  “ His  excellency  him- 
self has  noticed  it.  His  excellency  is  of  opinion 
that  you  work  too  sedulously,  and  that  you  will  un- 
dermine your  health  by  such  assiduous  study. 
There  may  be  too  much  even  of  a good  thing.  You 
should  not  apply  too  closely.” 

“That  is  what  1 am  always  preaching  to  my 
friend,”  put  in  Max;  “but  in  vain.  This  very 
morning,  at  an  untimely  hour,  I found  him  poring 
over  his  books,  and  had  literally  to  hunt  him  from 
them.  He  throws  all  my  prescriptions  to  the  wind.” 

“You  area  member  of  the  Faculty,  sir?”  asked 
the  councilor,  evidently  expecting  that  this  stranger 
should  be  presented  to  him. 

“My  friend.  Dr.  Brunnow,”  said  George;  “Mr. 
Councilor  Moser.” 

The  chief-clerk  suddenly  rose  out  from  the  depths 
of  his  white  neckcloth. 

“Brunnow — Brunnow?”  he  repeated. 

“Is  the  name  familiar  to  you,  councilor?”  asked 
Max,  innocently. 

All  benevolence  had  vanished  from  the  old  gentle- 
man's face.  It  expressed  something  akin  to  horror 
as  he  replied,  sharply : 

“ The  name  was  well-known  in  former  times,  first 
in  connection  with  the  rebellion,  then  with  the 
courts  of  justice.  Finally,  it  was  brought  into 
people's  mouths  by  the  escape  from  a fortified  place 
of  a political  prisoner  who  bore  it.  I trust  you 
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stand  in  no  relationship  to  the  Dr.  Brunnow  to 
whom  I allude.” 

“In  the  very  closest,”  said  the  young  surgeon, 
with  a most  polite  bow.  “ That  Dr.  Brunnow  is  my 
father.” 

The  councilor  recoiled  a step,  as  though  to 
guarantee  himself  against  any  chance  contact. 
Then  he  turned  his  back  on  the  young  man,  and 
concentrated  all  his  ire  and  indignation  on  George. 

“Mr.  Assessor  Winterfeld,”  he  began  in  a 
withering  tone,  “there  are  officials,  clever  and  com- 
petent officials  even,  who  do  not,  or  will  not,  recog- 
nize the  first  and  most  sacred  duty  imposed  on  them 
by  their  service,  the  duty  of  loyalty  to  the  State. 
Are  you  acquainted  with  any  such?” 

George  was  a little  embarrassed. 

“ I really  do  not  quite  understand  your  drift ” 

“ Well,  I am  acquainted  with  some  of  that  order, 
and  I pity  them,  for  they  are,  in  general,  but  the 
victims  of  false  teaching  and  evil  example.” 

The  young  clerk  frowned.  He  was,  it  is  true, 
pretty  well  accustomed  to  such  philippics  from  his 
superior;  but  now,  in  his  friend’s  presence,  he 
chafed  at  the  implied  reproof,  feeling  the  awkward- 
ness of  the  situation.  So  he  answered  with  some 
heat : 

“You  may  feel  convinced  that  I understand  my 
duties.  Beyond  this ” 

“Yes,  yes.  I am  aware  that  all  young  men  are 
born  reformers,  and  that  they  consider  it  a proof  of 
character  to  try  a little  opposition,”  interrupted 
Moser,  who  dearly  loved,  in  season  and  out  of 
season,  to  make  use  of  his  chief’s  words,  which 
were  to  him  as  so  many  oracular  utterances.  “But 
it  is  a dangerous  game,  for  opposition  leads  on  to 
revolution,  and  revolution” — the  chief-clerk  shud- 
dered— “is  a horrible  thing!” 

“A  most  horrible  thing,  councilor,”  said  Max, 
emphatically. 

“You  think  so?”  asked  Moser,  somewhat  discon- 
certed by  this  unexpected  adhesion. 

“Certainly;  and  I think,  too,  that  it  is  well  you 
should  make  this  appeal  to  my  friend’s  conscience. 
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I,  myself,  have  often  told  him  he  is  not  loyal  as  he 
should  be.” 

The  councilor  stood  as  though  petrified  on  hear- 
ing these  words,  which  were  delivered  with  imper- 
turbable gravity.  He  was  about  to  answer,  when 
suddenly  his  chin  disappeared  into  his  cravat  again, 
and  he  assumed  a reverential  attitude. 

“His  excellency!”  said  he,  under  his  breath,  re- 
spectfully taking  off  his  liat. 

And  looking  round,  they  really  saw  the  governor, 
coming  from  the  castle,  and  going  on  foot  toward 
the  town.  On  reaching  the  spot  where  they  stood, 
he  returned  the  gentlemen’s  greeting  in  his  cool, 
measured  fashion,  took  a rapid  survey  of  young 
Brunnow,  and  then  addressed  himself  to  Moser : 

“ It  is  fortunate  I meet  you,  my  dear  sir.  There 
is  something  I wish  to  say  to  you.  Bear  me  com- 
pany for  a few  minutes,  will  you?” 

The  councilor  joined  his  chief,  and  the  two  went 
on  toward  the  town,  while  the  young  men  pursued 
their  journey  up  the  hill. 

“So  that  is  your  despot,  is  it?”  asked  Max,  as  soon 
as  they  were  out  of  hearing.  “ The  much-abused, 
much-dreaded  Raven  I He  is  of  an  imposing  pres- 
ence, that  I must  allow  him.  A bearing  and  dig- 
nity that  would  not  ill-become  a prince ; and  then 
that  lordly  glance  with  which  he  took  my  measure  1 
One  can  see  the  man  knows  how  to  command.” 

“And  how  to  oppress,”  added  George,  bitterly. 
“We  have  had  a fresh  proof  of  it  lately.  The  whole 
city  is  in  a state  of  ferment  on  account  of  the  ex- 
traordinary new  police  regulations  he  has  saddled 
upoir  it.  He  means  to  repress  by  force  the  opposi- 
tion which  is  daily  growing  more  active,  and  now 
threatens  to  become  really  troublesome.  This  last 
step  of  his  is  a flagrant  affront  to  the  whole  body  of 
citizens.” 

“ And  the  good  townsfolk  of  R take  it  quietly?” 

George  cast  a prudent  glance  around.  The  road 
was  clear,  and  their  conversation  safe  from  curious 
ears,  yet  the  young  man  lowered  his  voice  as  he  an- 
swered : 

“What  can  they  do?  Rebel  against  their  ruler, 
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the  chosen  delegate  of  the  government?  That 
would  entail  most  serious  consequences.  I often 
think,  perhaps  all  that  is  wanting  is  to  make  our 
ministers  aware  of  the  true  state  of  the  case,  to  ac- 
quaint them  with  all  the  arbitrary  proceedings,  the 
acts  of  tyranny  whereby  their  representative  ha-e 
abused  the  full  powers  conferred  on  him.  Were 
this  openly  done,  they  must  let  him  fall.” 

“ Or  silence  the  inconvenient  monitor  instead.  It 
would  not  be  the  first  time  such  a thing  has  hap- 
pened ; and  this  Raven  does  not  look  as  if  he  would 
easily  let  himself  be  thrown.  He  would,  at  least, 
drag  down  his  enemies  with  him  in  his  fall.” 

“And  yet,  sooner  or  later,  it  must  come  to  that,” 
said  George,  resolutely.  “A  brave  man  will  one 
day  be  found.” 

The  young  surgeon  started,  and  looked  search- 
ingly  into  his  friend’s  face. 

“You  will  not  be  he,  I should  hope.  Don’t  be  a 
fool,  George,  and  enter  the  lists  alone  in  behalf  of 
others.  It  may  cost  you  your  position,  your  living : 
and  besides,  have  you  forgotten  that  the  baron  is 
your  adored  Gabrielle’s  guardian?  If  you  rouse  his 
anger,  he  has  at  his  disposal  the  means  of  destroy- 
ing all  your  hopes  of  happiness.” 

“That  he  will  do  in  any  case,”  returned  George, 
moodily.  “ He  will  assuredly  try  to  get  his  ward 
married  brilliantly  and  speedily ; and  when  he  finds 
that  I am  the  obstacle  to  the  success  of  his  plans 
there  are  hardly  any  limits  to  the  antagonism  I may 
expect  from  him.” 

“And,  most  decidedly,  he  is  not  one  whom  it  will 
be  easy  to  fight,”  remarked  Max.  “I  underhand 
that  you  hate  him  in  his  double  capacity.” 

“ Hate?  I admire  much  in  him,  and  in  one  sense 
the  city  and  province  owe  him  a debt  of  gratitude. 
Thanks  to  his  energy,  numberless  new  resources 
have  been  opened  out,  dormant  powers  have  been 
aroused  and  made  to  subserve  the  public  good ; but 
every  aspiration  toward  a greater  freedom  he  has 
stified  with  an  iron  hand.  The  cruel  period  of  re- 
action, which  has  weighed  on  us  so  long,  is  indebted 
to  him  for  some  of  its  worst  triumphs.” 
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It  is  coming  to  an  end,”  observed  Max. 

‘‘Yes,  thank  God,  it  is  coming  to  an  end.  The 
old  system  is  shaken  to  its  foundations,  and  its  up- 
holders are  endeavoring  to  trim  their  course  wisely, 
so  as  to  save  all  that  may  yet  be  saved.  Raven 
alone  holds  to  the  past  with  rigid  consistency.  Not 
the  smallest  concession— not  the  most  trifling  com- 
promise can  be  wrung  from  him,  and  he  will  not 
listen  to  the  warning  voices  which  sound  even  in 
his  ears.  Is  this  willful  blindness,  or  firmness  of 
character?” 

“Firmness  of  character  in  a renegade?” 

George  looked  down  thoughtfully.  Suddenly  he 
said : 

“ Max,  there  are  times  when  I would  rather  doubt 
your  father’s  word  than  ascribe  a dishonorable 
action  to  my  chief.  Ambition,  passion,  might  lead 
him  to  commit  a crime ; but  base,  low  treachery  to 
his  friends ! There  is  not  a trait  in  the  man  which 
does  not  contradict  the  charge.” 

“ And  yet  he  was  guilty  of  such  treachery.  Do 
you  think  my  father  would  pass  this  .rigorous  judg- 
ment on  the  hero  he  once  worshiped  without  ample 
proofs?  But,  indeed,,  are  they  needed?  Is  not  the 
career  of  this  Arno  Raven  proof  enough  in  itself? 
He  was  once  an  enthusiastic  champion  of  liberty. 
What  is  he  now?” 

“You  are  right;  and  yet — let  us  say  no  more  of 
this.  We  are  at  the  castle.” 

They  had,  indeed,  by  this  time  reached  the 
Government-house,  where  they  must  separate.  An 
appointment  was  hastily  made  for  the  afternoon, 
then  George  betook  himself  to  the  Chancellery,  and 
Max,  who  was  in  no  hurry  to  return  to  the  town, 
strolled  about,  inspecting  the  castle,  which  was  one 
of  the  principal  sights  of  R , and  an  object  of  in- 

terest to  all  strangers.  The  young  surgeon,  it  is 
true,  cared  very  little  for  architectural  curiosities  or 
the  antique  Romanesque  style  of  art;  but  the  castle 
interested  him  on  account  of  its  present  inhabitant. 
He  sauntered  through  the  galleries  and  passages  as 
far  as  they  were  accessible ; then,  turning  at  length 
to  retrace  his  steps,  he  lost  his  way,  and  instead  of 
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reissuing  at  the  main  entrance,  wandered  into  one 
of  the  side  wings.  He  only  remarked  his  error  on 
finding  himself  in  a corridor  which  evidently  led  to 
an  inhabited  dwelling.  Just  as  he  was  about  to 
turn  and  go  back,  a door  opened,  and  an  elderly 
woman  looked  out. 

“Ah,  you  are  there,  doctor,”  said  she,  gladly. 
“ Pray  come  in.  My  young  lady  is  ready,  and  ex- 
pecting you.” 

“Expecting  me?”  asked  Max,  astonished  at  the 
welcome. 

“Surely.  You  are  the  doctor,  are  not  you?”” 

“ Well,  I am  that,  certainly,” 

“ Come  in,  then,  please.  I will  let  the  young  lady 
know.”  Saying  which,  the  woman,  apparently  a 
superior  sort  of  housekeeper,  vanished,  and  Max  re- 
mained alone  in  the  outer  room  she  had  constrained 
him  to  enter. 

“Now  this  I call  luck,”  said  he  to  himself,  under 

his  breath.  “ I no  sooner  set  foot  in  R , than  a 

practice  tumbles  unexpectedly  into  my  lap.  We 
shall  see  what  course  the  matter  takes.” 

For  this  he  had  not  long  to  wait.  After  a few 
minutes  the  woman  came  back,  and  ushered  him 
into  a pleasant,  comfortably  furnished  parlor.  A 
young  lady  rose  from  her  place  by  the  window,  and 
came  toward  him. 

She  was  a very  young  girl,  perhaps  about  sixteen 
or  seventeen  years  of  age,  tall  and  slender,  but 
fragile,  almost  sickly  in  appearance.  Transpar- 
ently pale  of  complexion,  her  face,  though  not 
beautiful,  was  delicate  and  prepossessing.  Dark 
shadows  encircled  her  eyes,  and  there  was  hardly 
a trace  of  color  in  the  cheeks  or  lips.  Very  timid 
and  embarrassed  in  manner,  she  stood  before  the 
physician  with  downcast  eyes,  saying  not  a word. 

“You  wish  for  medical  advice,  fraulein?”  asked 
Max  at  length,  having  waited  in  vain  for  her  to 
speak.  “I  am  at  your  service.” 

At  the  sound  of  his  voice,  the  girl  raised  a pair 
of  dark,  expressive  eyes,  but  quickly  lowered  them 
again,  and  drew  back  a step  in  evident  alarm. 
Even  her  more  mature  companion  seemed,  on  closer 
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investigation,  somewhat  startled  and  uneasy  at  the 
doctor’s  youthful  appearance.  She  did  not  budge 
an  inch  from  her  charge’s  side. 

'‘My  father  wishes  me  to  consult  a physician,” 
the  young  lady  now  made  answer,  in  a low,  soft- 
toned  voice.  “ It  is  not  really  necessary,  for  I do 
not  feel  exactly  ill.” 

“ But  you  are  right  down  ill,”  interrupted  the  elder 
woman,  who  evidently  considered  herself  more  as 
; one  of  the  family  than  as  a domestic.  “ And  now 
the  councilor  says  he  insists  on  your  seeing  some 
' one.” 

‘ “The  councilor?  Councilor  Moser”  asked  Max, 
a light  breaking  in  upon  him.  By  a sort  of  intui- 
tion, he  guessed  to  whose  house  chance  had  led 
him. 

“Yes.  Has  he  not  been  with  you?” 

“He  was  with  me  about  ten  minutes  before  I 
came  here,”  declared  the  young  man,  with  difficulty 
repressing  a strong  inclination  to  laugh. 

He  recalled  to  mind  the  look  of  horror  with  which 
the  worthy  councilor  had  shrunk  from  him  on 
hearing  his  father’s  name. 

“You  look  very  far  from  well,  however,  fraulein,” 
he  went  on,  taking  her  hand,  and  attentively  feel- 
ing her  pulse.  “Will  you  allow  me  to  put  a few 
questions  to  you?” 

The  examination  began.  When  Max  had  a case 
before  him,  he  became  simply  and  solely  the  doc- 
tor, and  forgot  all  else  in  his  study  of  its  peculiar 
phenomena.  His  questions  were  short,  comprehen- 
sive, clear.  He  wasted  no  words,  and  never  wan- 
dered fom  the  subject  in  hand.  Gradually  his 
young  patient  seemed  to  gain  confidence.  She  grew 
more  at  ease,  more  explicit  in  her  answers,  and 
ceased  looking  up  anxiously  at  her  protectress  each 
time  she  spoke.  At  last  the  examination  came  to 
an  end,  and  Max  appeared  satisfied  with  the  result. 

“ I do  not  see  any  serious  grounds  for  apprehen- 
sion. Your  ailments  are  in  a great  degree  nervous, 
due,  perhaps,  originally  to  mental  over-excitement, 
and  aggravated  by  want  of  air  and  exercise.” 

“That  is  what  I say,”  broke  in  the  housekeeper, 
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who  was  evidently  accustomed  to  put  in  her  oar  on 
every  occasion.  “ Fraulein  Agnes  takes  no  exer- 
cise ; she  never  goes  out  in  the  open  air  at  all,  ex- 
cept in  the  morning  to  early  mass.  I have  always 
said  that  so  much  praying  and  penance  and  fast- 
ing  ” 

‘‘Christine!”  interrupted  the  young  girl,  implor- 
ingly. 

“Yes,  yes,  the  doctor  must  be  told  everything,” 
rejoined  Christine.  “My  young  lady  overdoes  it 
with  her  piety,  doctor.  She  is  on  her  knees  all  day 
long.” 

“That  is  bad;  you  must  leave  that  off,”  said  the 
young  surgeon,  dictatorially. 

Fraulein  Agnes  looked  up  at  him  with  a scared 
expression. 

“Doctor!” 

“ And  the  daily  attendance  at  early  mass  as  well. 
That  must  certainly  be  discontinued,”  pursued  Max, 
speaking  with  the  same  prompt  decision,  and  un- 
heeding her  attempt  at  remonstrance.  “ You  have 
every  reason  to  guard  against  taking  cold,  and  the 
mornings  are  beginning  to  be  cool  and  autumnal. 
As  to  fasting,  I fordid  it  once  for  all.  It  is  as  bad 
as  poison  to  a person  in  your  condition.” 

“But,  doctor!”  said  the  girl,  a second  time,  and 
again  her  protest  found  no  hearing.  Max  was  not 
to  be  diverted  from  his  point. 

“Now  on  the  other  hand,  I prescribe  a long  walk 
every  day,  but  at  noon,  when  the  sun  is  bright  and 
warm— as  much  air  and  exercise  as  possible,  and  a 
little  amusement,  too,  something  to  vary  the 
thoughts.  The  winter  gayeties  will  be  setting  in 
soon.  I would  advise  you  not  to  dance  too  much.” 

Agnes  started  back  three  steps  at  least,  thus 
emulating  her  father’s  late  hasty  retreat. 

“ Dance!”  she  repeated,  in  absolute  dismay. 
“Dance!” 

“Yes,  why  not?  All  young  ladies  are  fond  of 
dancing,  are  they  not?  You  do  not  want  to  be  an 
exception  to  the  rule,  I suppose?” 

“I have  never  danced,”  she  replied,  quickly,  and 
with  as  much  decision  of  tone  as  her  soft*  voice 


FORTUNE  AND  MARRIAGE. 


81 


would  admit  of.  “ I have  always  kept  aloof  from 
worldly  amusements.  They  are  sinful,  and  I de- 
test them.” 

“Well,  well,  you  should  try  them  before  you 
make  up  your  mind,”  said  the  doctor,  kindly.  “But 
such  advice  hardly  comes  within  my  professional 
competence.  I will  give  you  a prescription  for  the 
present,  and  see  you  again  in  the  course  of  a few 
days.  Have  you  paper  and  pen  and  ink  at  hand?” 

Christine  brought  the  necessary  implements,  and 
he  sat  down  to  write.  Agnes  had  taken  refuge  by 
the  window,  where  she  stood  with  folded  palms, 
and  a look  of  consternation  on  her  pale  face.  When 
the  prescription  was  finished.  Max  came  up  to  her 
again,  and  unceremoniously  disengaged  the  folded 
hands  to  feel  her  pulse  once  more. 

“Yes;  now  follow  my  instructions  carefully,  and 
there  will,  I hope,  be  an  improvement  before  long. 
Good-morning,  fraulein.” 

So  saying,  he  left  the  room.  Christine  closed  the 
entrance-door  behind  him,  and  then  came  back. 

“He  knows  what  he  is  about,”  said  she.  “He 
orders  and  dictates  as  though  no  one  else  had  a 
right  to  say  a word  here.  What  do  you  think  of 
the  doctor,  fraulein  ?” 

“ I think  him  very  irreligious,”  declared  the  young 
lady,  emphatically. 

“ Ah,  yes ; none  of  your  medical  men  are  over- 
pious,”  remarked  Christine. 

“And  so  young!”  went  on  Agnes,  in  a tone  which 
implied  the  weightiest  accusation. 

“ I expected  to  see  an  older  man  myself,  but  he 
looks  clever,  and  he  certainly  is  very  punctual.  He 
had  promised  to  be  here  at  nine,  and  on  the  stroke 
of  nine  there  he  was  outside  in  the  corridor.  I 
can’t  think  where  your  papa  is ! Something  must 
have  happened  to  detain  him,  for  he  wished  to  be 
present  at  the  interview.”  “The  doctor  said  he  had 
spoken  to  my  father.  Do  you  think  I ought  to  take 
the  medicine,  Christine?” 

“ Of  course  you  must  take  it.  That  is  what  we 
had  the  doctor  here  for.  I like  him,  in  spite  of  that 
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bearish  way  of  his.  You  mind  what  I say,  Miss 
Agnes — he  will  set  you  all  to  rights  again.” 

It  remained  doubtful  whether  Agnes  herself 
shared  this  opinion,  She  had  taken  up  the  pre- 
scription, and  was  reading  it.  After  a while  she 
laid  the  paper  down,  and  said,  with  a little  shake  of 
the  head : 

“I  only  wish  he  were  not  so  irreligious!” 

Max,  going  down  the  steps,  met  an  elderly  gentle- 
man coming  up.  This  personage  wOre  gold  spec- 
tacles, carried  a stick  with  a gold  knob,  and  had 
about  him  an  air  of  great  importance.  The  young 
surgeon  stopped,  and  looked  after  him. 

“ I would  wager  my  head  that  is  my  worthy  col- 
league on  his  way  to  pay  the  promised  visit.  Now 
he  will  rack  his  brains  to  discover  who  can  have 
been  interfering  with  his  practice,  and  snapping 
up  a patient  before  his  very  nose.  And  then  the 
wrath  of  that  quintessence  of  loyalty,  the  solemn 
old  councilor,  when  he  hears  the  story,  and  sees 
my  name  on  the  prescription  I It  would  be  worth 
something  to  get  a look  at  his  face.  I wish  I could 
introduce  myself  to  him  in  my  new  capacity  as  his 
family  doctor.” 

The  mischievous  wish  was  to  be  fulfilled.  At  the 
foot  of  the  castle-hill  Max  met  the  councilor, 
who,  as  in  duty  bound,  had  accompanied  ‘his  ex- 
cellency’ to  his  destination,  and  was  now  on  his 
road  back.  No  sooner  did  he  catch  a glimpse  of 
Brunnow,  that  ‘scion  of  socialists  and  dema- 
gogues,” than  he  endeavored  to  turn  aside,  and 
thus  avoid  the  undesirable  meeting.  Max,  how- 
ever, went  straight  up  to  him. 

“ I am  glad  to  have  the  chance  of  speaking  to 
you  again,  councilor.  I have  just  come  from  your 
daughter.” 

This  time  the  old  gentleman’s  face  emerged  most 
suddenly  from  the  folds  of  his  white  cravat. 

“From  my  daughter?”  he  repeated. 

“Yes,  from  Fraulein  Moser.  I can  give  you  the 
comforting  assurance  that  the  young  lady’s  condi 
tion  need  inspire  no  serious  apprehension,  though 
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she  will  require  great  care  and  attention.  The  ner- 
vous system  is  out  of  order,  certainly,  but ” 

“ Sir,  allow  me  to  ask  how  you  came  to  see  my 
daughter?”  vociferated  the  councilor. 

“But  this  will  yield  to  proper  treatment,”  con- 
tinued Max,  quite  undisturbed.  “For  the  present 
I have  prescribed  a remedy  from  which  I hope  the 
best  results,  and  in  a few  days  I will  call  in  and 
see  the  young  lady  again.” 

“But  I never  asked  for  your  attendance,”  pro- 
tested the  councilor,  whose  head  was  in  a whirl. 
He  could  make  nothing  of  the  other’s  astounding 
communication. 

“ Excuse  me,  I was  called  in.  Ask  Frau  Chris- 
tine. As  I said  before,  I hope  great  things  from 
the  medicine,  and  I will  look  in  again  the  day  after 
to-morrow.  No  thanks,  pray,  councilor;  it  affords 
me  the  greatest  pleasure.  My  compliments  to  your 
daughter.  Good-morning.” 

Councilor  Moser  stood  for  some  seconds  rigid  and 
motionless  as  a statue;  then  he  charged  at  full 
speed  up  the  hill  to  his  own  dwelling,  there  to  seek 
a solution  of  the  mystery,  while  the  young  doctor 
laughingly  went  on  his  way  toward  the  town. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

AT  THE  BALL. 

The  whole  first  story  of  the  Government-house 
was  brilliantly  lighted  up.  A great  reception  was 
annually  held  there  on  the  occasion  of  the 
sovereign’s  birthday,  when  all  the  nobilities  of  the 
town  and  country  around  were  wont  to  flock  to  the 
castle.  This  year  the  usual  levee  was  to  be  followed 
by  a ball,  an  innovation  mainly  due  to  the  presence 
of  Baroness  Harder  and  her  daughter,  and  one 
which  met  with  the  decided  approbation  of  all  the 
feminine  world  of  R . 

It  was  too  early  as  yet  for  the  arrival  of  the 
guests,  Imt  the  state-apartments  were  resplendent 
with  light,  and  the  servants,  having  put  the  finish- 
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ing-touch  to  their  preparations,  had  withdrawn  to 
their  posts  in  the  antechambers  and  hall.  Ga- 
brielle  had  dressed  more  quickly  than  her  mother ; 
that  lady  was  still  severely  exercising  her  maid’s 
patience  by  perpetually  finding  some  fresh  thing  in 
her  attire  which  needed  alteration  or  improvement. 
So  the  young  baroness,  knowing  how  useless  it 
would  be  to  wait,  came  on  alone  to  a small  saloon, 
the  first  of  a long  suite  of  rooms  only  thrown  open 
on  the  occasion  of  great  ceremonies. 

A conspicuous  ornament  of  this  saloon  was  a 
picture  in  a richly  gilt  frame,  well  set  off  by  the 
dark  velvet  hangings.  It  represented  the  baron’s 
deceased  consort,  and  was  the  work  of  a celebrated 
artist.  Not  even  the  painter’s  cunning  hand,  how- 
ever, had  been  able  to  endow  those  rather  pleasing 
but  insipid  and  unmeaning  features  with  any  special 
interest;  a certain  aristocratic  dignity  of  bearing, 
and  an  extreme  elegance  in  the  toilet  and  acces- 
sories, were  all  that  might  for  a moment  captivate 
attention. 

Gabrielle  had  paused  before  this  picture,  and  was 
still  considering  it,  when  a door  at  the  farther  end 
of  the  long  suite  of  rooms,  which  gave  access  to 
the  governor’s  private  apartments,  opened,  and 
Raven  himself  appeared.  He  was  in  full  dress  to- 
day, in  honor  of  the  occasion,  and  his  handsome 
court-suit  with  the  broad  ribbon  on  his  breast  lent 
additional  stateliness  to  his  figure,  as  he  walked 
through  the  rooms  slowly  with  his  accustomed 
proud  and  lofty  mien. 

“Why,  Gabrielle,  dressed  already!  What  are 
you  doing  there,  wrapt  in  meditation  before  that 
picture?” 

There  was  audible  dissatisfaction  in  the  tone  in 
which  the  last  words  were  spoken.  Gabrielle  did 
not  notice  it.  She  answered : 

“ I was  wondering  to  see  my  aunt’s  portrait  here. 
Could  you  not  find  a place  for  it  in  your  own  rooms?” 

“No,”  was  the  short,  but  decided,  reply. 

“But  these  salons  are  not  opened  many  times  dur- 
ing the  year.  Why  do  you  not  hang  the  picture  in 
your  study?” 
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“Why  should  I?”  asked  the  baron,  coldly.  “Your 
aunt  never  came  there.  I had  her  portrait  brought 
to  the  drawing-room,  which  is  certainly  its  most 
fitting  place.  Well,  what  do  you  think  of  the 
state-apartments  at  the  castle?  It  is  the  first  time 
you  have  seen  them  fully  lighted  up.” 

This  sudden  diversion  proved  how  irksome  to 
him  had  been  the  previous  topic.  Without  more 
ado,  he  took  Gabrielle’s  arm,  led  her  away  from 
her  aunt’s  portrait,  and  began  a tour  of  inspection 
through  the  rooms,  pointing  out  and  explaining 
many  objects  of  interest.  The  folding-doors  were 
all  thrown  back,  so  that  the  eye  could  wander  at 
will  throughout  the  long  and  glittering  vista. 

The  young  baroness  Harder  was  not  one  to  re- 
main unimpressed  by  such  a scene.  She  perfectly 
reveled  in  the  bright  surroundings,  as,  with  a 
heart  brimming  over  with  gladness  and  expectation, 
she  tripped  along  by  her  guardian’s  side.  She  had 
very  quickly  regained  all  her  old  ease  of  manner 
in  her  intercourse  with  him.  That  strange  hour  by 
the  “Nixies’  Well”  had  long  since  been  forgotten, 
together  with  the  transient  seriousness  it  had  called 
forth.  Like  a dream,  its  infiuences  had  come  upon 
her ; swiftly  and  traceless  as  a dream  they  had 
vanished  again  from  her  mind.  On  that  sunny 
ground  nothing  approaching  a shadow  could  for 
any  length  of  time  hold  its  own.  Gabrielle  cer- 
tainly felt  that  during  the  last  few  days  the  baron 
had  treated  her  with  unwonted  gentleness  and  in- 
dulgence. He  had  even  determined  on  giving  this 
ball,  in  order  that,  as  he  said,  certain  restless  little 
feet  might  have  a chance  of  dancing  themselves 
weary.  It  was  an  unheard-of  concession  from  him, 
who  looked  on  all  festive  gatherings  at  the  castle  as 
so  many  onerous  duties  imposed  on  him  by  eti- 
quette, so  many  drawbacks  to  his  position ; but  the 
young  lady  was  too  accustomed  to  be  spoiled  by  her 
parents  and  all  about  her,  to  be  struck  with  any 
special  surprise  at  the  favor  shown  her. 

Raven  was  grave  and  silent  as  usual ; but  he  lis- 
tened to  her  chatter  with  visible  satisfaction,  and 
his  eyes  were  fixed,  as  though  unconsciously,  on 


86 


AT  THE  BALL, 


the  blooming  young  creature  hanging  on  his  arm 
and  looking  up  at  him  with  happy,  beaming, 
radiant  eyes.  Gabrielle  had  never  appeared  more 
lovely  than  on  this  evening  in  her  cloud-like  white 
ball-dress,  twined  here  and  there  with  flowery 
wreaths,  and  with  a garland  of  blossoms  daintily 
set  on  her  fair  head.  So  fascinating  was  her  charm, 
so  dewy-fresh  her  youthful  grace  and  beauty,  she 
might  have  been  one  of  the  airy  mischievous  elves 
of  the  legend  quickened  into  life  and  come  hither 
to  disport  itself.  In  the  sea  of  light  which  streamed 
through  the  halls,  she  was  the  culminating  point  of 
brightness. 

They  had  finished  their  round,  and  arrived  at  the 
principal  reception-room,  which  was  adorned  with 
the  portraits  of  divers  historical  and  princely  per- 
sonages. A dazzling  chandelier  lit  up  the  splendid, 
but  as  yet  untenanted,  space,  which,  in  spite  of  its 
festive  decorations,  was  almost  awesome  in  its  still- 
ness and  emptiness.  No  sound  was  to  be  heard 
but  the  baron’s  echoing  step  and  the  rustle  of  his 
companion’s  dress. 

“It  is  like  being  in  an  enchanted  castle,”  said 
Gabrielle,  playfully.  “We  are  the  only  living 
creatures  amid  all  this  sleeping  splendor.  I had  no 
idea  you  had  so  many  fine  things  at  your  disposal 
Uncle  Arno.  It  must  be  grand  to  feel  one’s  self 
the  master  of  such  a place.” 

The  baron  cast  a general,  highly  indifferent 
glance  around,  as  he  replied ; 

“You  think  there  is  something  very  enviable  in 
that,  no  doubt.  I myself  have  never  attached  much 
importance  to  these  adjuncts  of  my  position.” 

“Nor  to  this,  either?” 

Gabrielle  pointed  to  the  ribbon  on  his  breast. 
The  order  the  baron  wore  was  one  of  the  highest 
in  the  land,  and  was  conferred  only  in  very  ex- 
ceptional cases. 

“Nor  to  this  either,”  said  Raven,  quietly ; “though 
I would  not  willingly  renounce  the  one  or  the 
other.  External  splendor  should  mark  the  seat  of 
power.  To  the  generality  of  men,  greatness  is  em- 
bodied in  these  outward  symbols;  they  should, 
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therefore,  be  taken  into  due  account.  I have  never 
lost  sight  of  this,  but  my  efforts  have  been  directed 
to  other  aims.” 

“ Which  you  have  attained,  like  everything  else 
in  life.” 

The  baron  was  silent  for  a few  seconds.  His 
eyes  rested  with  an  enigmatical  expression  on  the 
young  girl’s  face.  At  length  he  answered  her: 

“I  have  attained  much — not  everything.” 

“Do  you  want  to  mount  still  higher?”  asked  Ga- 
brielle,  in  naive  surprise. 

He  smiled.  “No;  this  time  I should  like  to  retro- 
grade twenty  years.” 

“But,  tell  me,  why?” 

“ That  I might  be  young  again.  I have  felt  some- 
times of  late  that — I am  growing  old.”  The  young 
baroness  pointed  jestingly  to  a great  panneled  mir- 
ror opposite  them. 

“Look  there.  Uncle  Arno,  and  dare  to  talk  again 
of  being  old !” 

Raven  followed  the  direction  of  her  hand.  There 
in  the  clear  glass  he  saw  the  distinct  reflection  of 
his  image,  the  tall,  commanding  figure,  in  all  the 
vigorous  maturity  of  manly  strength.  He  in- 
spected it  with  a certain  satisfaction,  nqt  untinged 
by  a slight  secret  uneasiness.  “ And  yet  I am  close 
upon  Mty,”  he  said  slowly.  “Do  you  know  that, 
Gabrielle?” 

“Of  course  I do.  But  why  lay  such  stress  on  it? 
You  certainly  do  not  feel  as  yet  any  of  the  premoni- 
tory signs  of  age.” 

“ For  which  very  reason  I am  sometimes  tempted 
to  forget  the  fact,  and  this,  under  given  circum- 
stances, may  be  dangerous.  You  should  be  the 
last  to  encourage  me  in  such  a weakness,” 

Raven  broke  off  suddenly  as  he  met  the  girl’s 
wondering,  questioning  gaze ; his  speech  was  evi- 
dently quite  unintelligible  to  her.  He  turned  away 
^rom  the  mirror,  and  went  on  in  a lighter  tone : 

“So  you  like  living  here  with  me,  at  the  castle?” 

“ Certainly,  when  all  is  bright  and  gay,  as  it  is 
this  evening,”  declared  Gabrielle.  “But  in  the  day- 
time the  castle  often  seems  to  me  very  dismal  and 
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dull.  These  high-vaulted  ceilings,  these  deep  re- 
cesses and  massive  pillars,  keep  the  whole  place  in 
shade,  and  your  study  is  the  very  gloomiest  room  I 
know.  The  great  heavy  curtains  shut  out  every  ray 
of  sunlight.” 

“The  sun  disturbs  me  when  I am  at  work,”  ex- 
plained the  baron. 

The  young  lady  tossed  her  head  pettishly : 

“But,  dear  me,  man  does  not  live  for  work  alone.” 

“There  are  natures — mine,  for  instance— to  which 
work  is  a positive  want,  an  absolute  necessity.  A 
butterfly,  such  as  you,  cannot  understand  this.  It 
flies  and  flutters  about  in  the  sunshine,  gleaming 
with  a thousand  hues— to  perish  when  the  first 
sharp  touch  brushes  the  many-colored  dust  from  its 
wings.  Pleasant  enough,  but  very  transitory,  this 
gay  butterfly  existence!” 

There  was  something  of  the  old  sarcastic  ring  in 
his  voice  as  he  spoke  the  last  words.  Gabrielle  as- 
sumed a highly  offended  expression  of  countenance. 

“ Oh,  so  you  think  I am  only  a sort  of  gayly- 
painted,  frivolous  moth.  Uncle  Arno?” 

“I  think  it  would  be  unjust  to  require  of  you  that 
you  should  meet  suffering,  or  face  struggles  of  any 
kind,”  said  Raven,  more  gravely.  “Beings  of  your 
order  are  created  for  the  sunshine,  and  can  exist 
in  no  other  element.  Work  and  the  battle  of  life 
must  be  left  to  me,  and  to  such  as  me.  To  be  a 
sunbeam,  and  to  cheer  and  lighten  the  darkness  of 
others,  is  a vocation,  too,  in  its  way.  You  are  quite 
right,  it  is  foolish  inexorably  to  exclude  the  bright- 
ness for  fear  lest  it  should  blind  one.  Why  should 
not  autumn,  for  once,  be  gilded  by  its  golden  rays?” 

He  had  stooped  down,  and  was  looking  deep  into 
the  young  girl’s  eyes,  when  a side  door  was  noisily 
opened,  and  Baroness  Harder  rustled  over  the 
threshold.  Raven  quickly  drew  himself  erect,  cast- 
ing a glance  that  was  anything  but  friendly  at  his 
sister-in-law,  who,  happily,  did  not  Observe  it.  She 
was  at  that  moment  passing  the  great  mirror  in  the 
wall,  and  taking  in  it  a last  general  review  of  her 
appearance.  All  that  the  many  arts  of  the  toilet  can 
effect  had  been  accomplished,  and  with  their  aid 
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and  assistance  the  baroness  might  this  evening  have 
made  good  her  claim  to  be  considered  a beautiful 
woman,  had  it  not  been  for  the  youthful,  blooming 
daughter  at  her  side.  Before  the  grace  and  fresh- 
ness of  that  seventeen-year-old  maiden,  no  artificial 
charm  could  hold  its  own ; and  by  force  of  con- 
trast, the  mother  appeared  that  which,  in  point  of 
fact,  she  really  was,  a faded,  middle-aged  lady. 

“Excuse  me  for  keeping  you  waiting,”  said  she, 
approaching  her  brother-in-law  with  her  wonted 
sweetness  of  manner.  “ I did  not  know  you  were 
already  in  the  drawing-room,  Arno ; and  none  of 
the  guests  have  arrived  as  yet.  I hope  Gabrielle  has 
been  amusing  you  in  my  absence.” 

Raven  made  no  reply.  He  was  visibly  annoyed 
by  the  interruption. 

“Our  visitors  will  be  here  shortly,”  he  remarked, 
after  a while ; and,  indeed,  scarcely  had  he  spoken 
the  words,  when  the  first  carriage  drove  up. 

The  baron  offered  his  arm  to  his  sister-in-law  to 
lead  her  to  her  place  at  the  upper  end  of  the  room, 
and  as  they  went,  he  glanced  with  keen  scrutiny 
from  mother  to  daughter. 

“ Gabrielle  does  not  resemble  you  in  the  least, 
Matilda,”  he  said  suddenly,  and  his  tone  betrayed 
a secret  satisfaction. 

“ Do  you  think  not?”  said  the  baroness,  who  would 
probably  have  preferred  to  hear  a contrary  opinion 
expressed.  “ It  may  be  that  she  is  more  like  her 
father ” 

“ She  does  not  bear  the  smallest  resemblance  to 
her  father  either,”  interrupted  Raven.  “I  do  not 
see  that  she  has  inherited  a single  trait  from  either 
of  her  parents — thank  God!”  he  added  to  himself. 

The  baroness  was  silent,  looking  aggrieved, 
though  she  could  not  have  caught  the  offensive 
words  which  concluded  his  speech.  There  was  no 
denying  the  fact  that  Gabrielle  possessed  neither 
the  Harder  features  nor  those  of  her  mother’s 
family.  She  was  as  unlike  both  parents  as  she  could 
possibly  be. 

The  first  arrivals  now  appeared,  and  were  soon 
followed  by  others.  Carriage  after  carriage  rolled 
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up  to  the  portico  of  the  Government-house,  and  the 
rooms  gradually  began  to  fill.  So  numerous  had 
been  the  invitations  issued,  that  the  spacious  apart- 
ments were  hardly  large  enough  to  contain  the  bril- 
liant assembly  which  soon  thronged  them. 

The  occasion  being  an  official  one,  it  was  a matter 
cpf  course  that  the  invitations  should  be  accepted, 
and  for  this  reason  the  burgomaster  and  the  other 
gentlemen  of  the  corporation  had  put  in  an  appear- 
ance notwithstanding  the  conflict  pending  between 
them  and  the  governor,  a conflict  which  daily  grew 
to  greater  proportions,  and  increased  in  intensity. 

Baron  von  Raven  seemed  to-day  altogether  to 
ignore  the  existing  dissensions.  He  received  these 
guests  as  he  received  all  the  others,  with  finished 
politeness;  but  still  with  that  cool  reserve  of  man- 
ner which  was  peculiar  to  him,  and  which  ever  drew 
about  him  a sort  of  invisible  barrier. 

Baroness  Harder  at  his  side  did  the  honors  of  the 
house,  noting  with  much  satisfaction  that  she  and 
her  daughter  were  pre-eminently  the  objects  of 
general  interest.  The  two  ladies  had  hitherto  been 
but  little  seen  in  the  world  of  R-^ — , where  the 
autumn  gayeties  were  only  just  beginning.  This 
was  their  first  formal  introduction  to  the  society  of 
the  city  which  was  henceforth  to  be  their  home. 
Strangers  still  to  the  majority  of  those  present, 
their  close  relationship  to  the  governor  assigned  to 
them  at  once* the  most  prominent  place,  and  it  was 
but  natural  that  they  should  form  a center  of  attrac- 
tion round  which  all  converged. 

While  the  elder  lady  received  those  attentions 
and  marks  of  deference  which  fall  by  right  to  the 
lady  of  the  house,  her  daughter’s  grace  and  beauty 
were  achieving  triumph  upon  triumph.  The  young 
baroness  was  constantly  surrounded,  courted,  and 
admired ; the  younger  men,  in  particular,  fairly  be- 
sieging her  with  entreaties  for  the  promise  of  a 
dance  during  the  evening. 

Now  and  then  Raven  would  cast  a glance  over  at 
the  groups  ever  forming  and  reforming  round  his 
charming  ward ; but  the  smile  on  his  lips  was  rather 
forced.  He  saw  with  what  pleasure,  and  with 


AT  TEE  BALL. 


91 


what  self-possession,  she  accepted  the  homage  done 
her  on  all  sides. 

George  Winterfeld  had  been  in  the  rooms  for 
some  time,  but  as  yet  she  had  hardly  exchanged  a 
word  with  him.  When,  on  his  entrance,  he  had 
come  up  to  pay  his  respects  to  her  mother  and  her- 
self, the  colonel  had  arrived  at  the  same  instant, 
wishing  to  introduce  his  two  sons,  and  had  at  once 
claimed  the  ladies'  attention  for  himself  and  the 
young  officers. 

Some  personages  of  high  rank,  also  numbering 
among  the  intimates  of  the  castle,  had  joined  the 
circle ; and  the  young  clerk,  feeling  quite  isolated 
and  a stranger  in  the  midst,  was  forced  to  with- 
draw, lest  he  might  appear  importunate.  Since 
then  he  had  found  no  means  of  approaching  Ga- 
brielle.  She  had  remained  close  to  her  mother  and 
guardian,  taking  part  with  them  in  the  reception  of 
the  guests,  but  now  he  must  hesitate  no  longer ; the 
first  strains  of  music  were  already  sounding,  and 
George,  who  was  determined  at  any  risk  to  have 
a few  words  with  his  love  during  the  course  of  the 
evening,  threw  off  his  attitude  of  reserve.  He  drew 
near,  and  begged  the  young  Baroness  Harder  to 
accord  him  a dance. 

Gabrielle  had  foreseen  this,  and  had  taken  care 
to  keep  at  least  one  free.  She  promptly  consented. 

The  baron,  who  was  talking  to  Councilor  Moser, 
heard  her  reply.  He  turned  round,  and  looked  at 
the  two  in  surprise. 

“I  thought  you  had  not  a dance  at  your  disposal,” 
said  he.  “Have  you  really  one  free?” 

“ Fraulein  von  Harder  has  been  so  kind  as  to 
promise  me  the  second  waltz,”  declared  George. 

The  baron  frowned. 

“Indeed,  Gabrielle?  If  I mistake  not,  you  re- 
fused that  dance  to  Colonel  Wilten's  son.” 

“ Certainly  I did.  I had  already  promised  it  to 
Mr.  Winterfeld.” 

“ Oh !”  said  Raven,  slowly.  “Well,  he  who  is  first 
in  the  field  assuredly  has  the  best  right.  Baron 
Wilten  will  deplore  his  mischance  in  arriving  too 
late.” 
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As  he  spoke  thus,  he  scanned  Gabrielle’s  face 
with  a keen,  investigating  glance;  then,  turning 
from  her,  his  look  riveted  itself  on  George.  At  this 
moment  the  cavalier  who  had  been  fortunate 
enough  to  secure  the  young  lady’s  promise  for  the 
first  dance  came  up  and  offered  her  his  arm.  George 
bowed,  and  stepped  back.  There  was  a movement 
among  the  company.  The  younger  portion  of  it 
streamed  off  toward  the  ball-room,  while  the  elders 
dispersed  through  the  adjoining  saloons.  The  great 
drawing-room  grew  comparatively  empty,  and 
Baroness  von  Harder  was  just  thinking  of  leaving 
her  post  in  it,  when  her  brother-in-law  came  up  to 
her. 

'^‘You  know  something  of  Assessor  Winterfeld?” 
he  said  in  a low  tone. 

The  baroness  nodded  assent. 

“ I have  told  you  that  we  made  his  acquaintance 
in  Switzerland  this  summer.” 

“Did  he  often  come  to  your  house?” 

“ Pretty  often.  I was  always  pleased  to  receive 
him,  and  should  have  continued  to  see  him  here,  if 
you  had  not  expressed  so  decided  a wish  to  the  con- 
trary.” 

“ I do  not  desire  to  admit  the  young  clerks  to  my 
private  circle,”  replied  the  baron,  curtly;  “and  I 
cannot  understand,  Matilda,  how,  in  the  retirement 
in  which  you  were  then  supposed  to  be  living,  you 
could  grant  the  first  stranger  you  met  an  entrance 
to  your  house,  and  allow  him  perfect  freedom  of 
intercourse  with  your  daughter.” 

“Oh,  it  was  quite  an  exceptional  case,”  pleaded 
the  baroness.  “The  assessor  had  rendered  us  a 
signal  service  one  day  when  we  were  in  danger 
on  the  lake.  You  know  that  he ” 

“Brought  you  and  Gabrielle  through  the  shallow 
water  to  land  without  the  smallest  difficulty,”  con- 
cluded Haven.  “Yes,  I know  that;  and  I do  not 
doubt  that  he  has  taken  advantge  of  this  slight  ser- 
vice, which  any  fisher-boy  could  have  rendered 
you,  to  pose  as  your  deliverer,  not  altogether  un- 
successfully, it  would  seem.  Gabrielle  has  just  ac- 
corded him  a dance  which  she  had  refused  to  voung 
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Baron  Wilten,  and  which,  in  all  probability,  she 
had  held  in  reserve  for  Mr.  Winterfeld.  This 
familiarity  may  be  accounted  for,  no  doubt,  by  the 
previous  acquaintanceship ; but  it  is  a proceeding 
which  I,  nevertheless,  consider  most  improper. 
The  promise  she  has  given  cannot  be  recalled;  but 
I beg  of  you  to  see  that  Gabrielle  does  not  dance 
more  than  once  with  this  young  man.  I most  de- 
cidedly object  to  it.” 

There  was  suppressed,  but  very  evident,  anger 
in  his  tone.  The  baroness  was  rather  surprised  at 
his  displaying  so  much  irritation,  which  the  oc- 
casion hardly  seemed  to  warrant ; but  she  hastened 
to  assure  him  that  she  would  speak  to  her  daughter, 
and  then  took  the  arm  offered  her  by  Colonel  Wil- 
ten, who  had  come  to  lead  her  to  the  ball-room. 

The  baron  sauntered  through  the  other  rooms, 
where  much  animated  conversation  was  going  on. 
Joining  first  one  group  and  then  another,  he  would 
enter  into  a discussion  here,  make  a few  passing 
remarks  there,  or  merely  exchange  amenities  with 
some  guest  he  had  not  hitherto  welcomed.  With 
the  burgomaster  he  chatted  amicably,  making  no 
allusion  to  the  differences  existing  between  them. 

“One  would  fancy  we  were  the  guests  of  our 
sovereign  himself,  and  not  of  his  representative,” 
said  the  burgomaster  to  the  supeiintendent  of 
police,  as  the  two  met.  “ Upon  my  word,  the  airs 
his  excellency  is  pleased  to  give  himself  on  these 
occasions  are  ineffable,  but  they  would  be  more 
becoming  in  a monarch  than  in  the  governor  of  a 
province.  Have  you  been  honored  yet  with 
gracious  speech  and  royal  dismissal?” 

The  person  addressed  smiled  his  ready  smile,  tak- 
ing no  notice  of  the  other’s  caustic  tone. 

“I  am  really  surprised  to  see  you  here,”  he  re- 
plied. “From  the  hostile  attitude  you  and  the 
other  members  of  the  corporation  have  lately 
adopted  toward  the  governor,  I was  afraid  you 
might  collectively  decline  the  invitation.” 

“How  could  we?”  asked  the  burgomaster,  with 
some  heat.  “The  fete  is  given  in  honor  of  our 
sovereign.  Had  we  refused  to  take  part  in  it,  our 
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absence  would  have  been  looked  upon  as  a demon- 
stration against  the  throne ; it  would  have  laid  us 
open  to  misconstruction  of  the  worst  kind,  and  we 
are  particularly  anxious  to  avoid  giving  offense  in 
those  high  quarters.  The  baron  knows  very  well 
that  it  was  this  consideration  alone  which  brought 
us  here.  We  should  not  be  likely  to  come  to  a ball 
given  in  his  honor.” 

“ On  your  side,  you  should  not  push  matters  too 
far,”  advised  his  companion.  “You  must  know 
Baron  von  Raven  pretty  well  by  this  time.  There 
is  no  yielding,  no  compromise  to  be  expected  from 
him.” 

“And  from  us  still  less.  We  intend  to  stand 
firmly  by  our  rights,  and  the  future  will  show 
whether  a governor,  who  takes  up  such  an  attitude 
toward  us,  can  permanently  hold  his  own.” 

“He  will  hold  his  own,  that  is  certain,”  said  the 
superintendent,  decidedly.  “You  have  nothing  to 
hope  there.  His  influence  in  high  places  is  bound- 
less.” 

The  burgomaster  started,  and  cast  a scrutinizing 
look  at  the  speaker. 

“You  'seem  to  be  very  well  informed  on  the  sub- 
ject. True,  you  came  to  us  from  the  capital,  and 
have  no  doubt  friends  and  connections  there.” 

“No,  not  that,”  replied  the  other,  coolly  repelling 
the  insinuation.  “But  it  appears  to  me  that  the 
baron’s  line  of  conduct  shows  sufficiently  how  sure 
he  feels  of  his  position,  and  how  all-powerful  he 
knows  his  influence  to  be  in  certain  regions.  You 
would  do  better  not  to  provoke  any  open  rupture 
between  the  town  and  him.  A catastrophe  can 
very  well  be  avoided,  even  yet.” 

So  saying,  he  went  off.  The  burgomaster  looked 
after  him  with  a grim  frown  of  displeasure. 

“Yes,  yes,”  he  muttered;  “avoid  a catastrophe  at 
any  cost,  so  that  my  friend  the  superintendent  may 
be  able  to  preserve  the  neutrality  of  which  he  makes 
such  a show.  He  has  positively  contrived  to  pose 
as  the  governor’s  obedient  servant,  and  at  the  same 
time  to  pass  himself  off  in  the  town  as  the  amiable, 
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moderate  man  who  seeks  to  mediate,  and  only 
obeys  his  chief  because  he  must.” 

Meanwhile,  in  the  ball-room,  dancing  was  being 
pursued  with  much  spirit,  and  the  couples  were 
already  forming  for  the  second  waltz.  Gabrielle 
was  at  the  height  of  enjoyment,  and  fluttered  from 
one  dance  to  another  without  rest  or  respite.  She 
delighted  in  the  amusement  at  all  times,  and  now 
drank  in,  in  greedy  draughts,  the  incense  offered 
her  on  all  sides.  She  lent  a willing  ear  to  the  flat- 
tery and  reverential  homage  of  her  partners,  and 
never  noticed  with  what  grave,  reproachful  gaze 
George’s  eyes  followed  her,  as  she  thus  accepted 
all  their  tributes  with  airy,  playful  coquetry. 

When  at  last  he  came  to  her  to  remind  her  of 
her  promise  and  lead  her  out  among  the  dancers, 
she  gave  him  her  hand  with  a bright  smile  indica- 
tive of  perfect  content. 

“Your  young  ward  is  really  a charming 
creature,”  said  Colonel  Wilten  to  his  host,  who  had 
strolled  into  the  ball-room,  and,  an  unusual  pro- 
ceeding on  his  part,  staid  looking  on  at  the  dance. 
“ I only  fear  your  excellency  will  not  keep  her  long. 
Some  gay  cavalier  will  be  coming  to  take  her  from 
you.” 

“Bah!”  answered  Raven,  with  a touch  of  im- 
patience. “ There  can  be  no  question  of  that  at 
present.  Gabrielle  is  little  more  than  a child.” 

The  colonel  laughed. 

“ Our  young  ladies  are  not  children  at  seventeen. 
Fraulein  von  Harder  would  decidedly  protest 
against  such  a notion.  Just  observe  how  grace- 
fully she  floats  along  with  her  partner.  The  sunny 
style  of  beauty  peculiar  to  her  shines  with  wonder- 
ful effect  this  evening.  Positively,  I envy  you  your 
fatherly  rights  where  that  sweet  girl  is  concerned.” 

Fatherly  rights ! The  words  seemed  to  jar  on  the 
baron.  A deep  frown  gathered  on  his  brow  as, 
without  replying,  he  watched  every  movement  of 
the  young  couple,  who  now  absorbed  all  his  atten- 
tion. Wilten  had  not  spoken  quite  at  random. 
He  had  remarked  the  assiduous  court  his  eldest  son 
was  paying  to  the  young  baroness,  who,  as  pre- 
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sumptive  heiress  to  her  guardian,  would  certainly 
be  a brilliant  match.  The  colonel  would,  decidedly, 
have  had  no  objection  to  relieve  the  latter  of  his 
fatherly  rights.  A daughter-in-law  so  rich  and 
handsome  would  have  been  right  welcome  to  him, 
and  it  occurred  to  him  he  might  by  a few  words 
clear  the  way  toward  so  desiraWe  a consummation. 
But  his  hints  passed  unnoticed,  and  for  the  present 
he  was  fain  to  let  the  subject  drop. 

“ I was  speaking  just  now  to  the  superintendent 
of  police,”  he  began  again.  “He  thinks  there  is 
nothing  to  be  apprehended ; but  he  has  taken  all  the 
necessary  precautionary  measures,  in  case  of  any 
disturbances  in  the  town  to-day.” 

“To-day!  why  to-day  particularly?”  asked  Raven, 
absently,  and  still  pursuing  his  observations. 

“ Well,  a general  holiday  gives  occasion  for  all 
sorts  of  meetings,  especially  among  the  lower 
orders,  and  in  the  present  irritated  state  of  public 
opinion  this  is  a fact  not  to  be  overlooked.  When 
heads  are  heated,  trouble  may  come  of  such  gather- 
ings.” 

The  conversation  did  not  appear  to  possess  much 
interest  for  the  governor.  He  hardly  listened,  being 
visibly  engaged  with  other  thoughts. 

“Ho  you  think  so?”  he  replied  indifferently. 

The  colonel  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

“Why,  baron,  you  should  know  it  better  than 
another.  We  were  discussing  the  matter  only  yes- 
terday, and  it  is,  unfortunately,  no  secret  that  the 
popular  excitement  is  directed  against  you  in  a 
very  special  manner.  Councilor  Moser  tells  me 
you  have  lately  received  another  threatening 
letter.” 

Raven  shrugged  his  shoulders  contemptuously. 

“ I have  half  a dozen  of  them  in  my  waste  paper 
basket.  Their  authors  ought  to  have  discovered  by 
this  time  that  such  absurdities  make  no  impression 
on  me.” 

Wilten  glanced  around.  They  were  standing  at 
the  end  of  the  long  gallery,  and  at  that  moment  no 
one  was  near  enough  to  overhear  their  words.  The 
colonel  went  on  in  a low  tone  • 
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“You  should  not,  however,  absolutely  challenge 
danger.  It  is  most  imprudent  for  you  to  go  into  the 
town  on  foot  and  unaccompanied,  no  measures  being 
taken  to  insure  your  safety.  I wanted  to  speak  to 
your  excellency  about  it  before,  to  beg  you  to  desist 
from  such  ventures.  We  do  not  know  whether  the 
mob  niay  not  be  systematically  incited  to  violence. 
The  whole  burgher  class  is  leagued  together  against 

“ So  much  the  better,”  said  Raven,  mechanically, 
his  eyes  still  riveted  on  one  particular  spot  in  the 
scene  before  them. 

The  colonel  gave  a little  start  of  surprise. 

“Your  excellency !” 

The  movement  recalled  the  baron  to  himself.  He 
turned  quickly  to  his  interlocutor. 

“Pardon  me,  I am  somewhat  absent.  I— I hardly 
followed  you.  What  were  we  saying?” 

“I  was  begging  you  to  have  more  regard  for  your 
personal  safety.” 

“Ah!  yes.  You  must  excuse  my  inattention.  A 
man,  who  is  daily  called  on  to  give  his  mind  to  a 
hundred  different  matters,  has  some  difficulty  in 
shaking  off  the  cobwebs,  even  on  a festive  occasion 
like  the  present.” 

“Really,  the  load  of  work  you  take  on  yourself  is 
quite  too  heavy,”  observed  the  colonel.  “The  most 
enduring  strength  must  break  down  at  last  beneath 
such  a constant  strain.  Look  at  those  envianit? 
young  people  yonder,  who  have  no  suspicion  as  yet 
of  all  these  cares.  They  dance,  and  laugh,  and 
chatter,  and  are  happy  among  themselves.” 

“And  are  happy  among  themselves,”  repeated 
Raven.  “Just  so.” 

Deep  bitterness  lay  in  his  words,  and  yet  no 
brighter  or  more  animated  scene  than  the  one  be- 
fore them  could  well  have  presented  itself.  The 
handsome,  spacious  room  flooded  with  light,  the 
gayly  sounding  music,  and  the  blooming,  youthful 
crowd  swiftly  moving  to  its  cadence ; surely  there 
was  nothing  here  to  arouse  a bitter  or  a gloomy 
thought.  Just  then  Gabrielle  flew  by  with  her  part- 
ner. The  colonel  was  right.  Never  had  her  beauty 
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shone  so  radiantly,  never  had  it  produced  so  trium- 
phant an  effect  as  now,  when,  yielding  herself  heart 
and  soul  to  the  pleasure  of  the  dance,  she  sparkled 
in  a very  effervescence  of  happy  excitement.  The 
clear  stream  of  light  from  a thousand  sconces,  the 
joyous  music,  the  handsome  rooms  with  their  festive 
decorations — these  were  the  surroundings,  this  the 
frame  which  best  suited  her  figure ; here  she  found 
her  true  element,  wherein  she  freely  breathed,  and 
her  glowing  cheeks  and  bright  eyes  showed  how  en- 
trancing to  this  neophyte  were  the  delights  of  her 
first  ball.  Her  whole  being  seemed  transfigured, 
illumined  with  radiant  contentment,  as  she  floated 
by  in  George’s  arms.  He,  too,  appeared  to  have 
forgotten  the  world  about  him,  to  have  lost  count 
of  all  else  in  he  joy  of  seeing  his  dear  one  again,  in 
the  bliss  of  feeling  her  so  near. 

Infinite  happiness  beamed  in  his  eyes  as  they 
passed  on,  her  arm  resting  on  his,  her  breath  fan- 
ning his  cheek ; those  eyes  spoke  but  too  plainly 
the  secret  of  his  heart. 

A keen  observer  was  near  at  hand.  Raven 
still  kept  his  place  at  the  end  of  the  room.  A knot 
of  gentlemen  had  gathered  round  him  and  the 
colonel,  and  he  was  apparently  entering  with  zest 
into  their  conversation ; but  his  eyes,  as  by  some  fas- 
cination, remained  fixed  on  the  dancers.  As  he 
looked,  his  gaze  grew  ever  more  ardent,  more 
piercing,  and  it  must  have  had  in  it  some  magnetic 
power  of  attraction,  for,  when  Gabrielle  came  round 
a second  time,  she  turned  her  head  slowly,  moved 
as  it  were  by  some  mysterious  influence,  toward  the 
spot  where  he  stood. 

For  a moment  her  guardian’s  eyes  met  hers 
Suddenly  a deep  glow  spread  over  the  young  girl’s 
face,  and  the  baron’s  features  lighted  up  with 
one  fiery,  menacing  flash.  Then  he  turned  away 
with  a quick,  impatient  movement. 

This  dance  was  followed  by  a long  pause  destined 
for  the  taking  of  refreshments.  The  company  left 
the  ball-room,  where  the  heat  was  becoming  intoler- 
able, and  sought  the  buffet  and  adjoining  cool  re 
treats,  dispersing  at  will  through  the  various  apart- 
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ments,  and  breaking  up  into  merry,  chattering 
groups. 

Now  at  length  came  the  long-looked-for  moment 
when  George  and  Gabrielle  might  hope  to  exchange 
some  words  in  private,  free,  unrestrained  words, 
such  as  they  had  not  yet  been  able  to  address  to 
each  other.  Hitherto  the  eyes  of  the  assembled 
company  had  been  on  them,  making  familiar 
speech  impossible. 

A distant  boudoir,  untenanted  for  the  time  being — 
though  a lively  hum  of  voices  told  of  neighbors  in 
the  adjoining  room — served  as  the  desired  refuge. 
Thither  the  young  Baroness  von  Harder  and  Assessor 
Winterfeld  repaired,  and,  standing  opposite  each 
other  by  the  fire-place,  entered  into  what  to  a 
chance  intruder  would  have  seemed  a quiet,  com- 
monplace conversation,  though,  in  truth,  that  low- 
spoken  dialogue  differed  widely  from  the  conven- 
tional talk  current  in  society. 

“So  at  last  we  have  one  minute  alone  together,” 
whispered  George,  passionately;  “the  first  that  has 
been  accorded  to  us  for  weeks ! I fancied  it  would 
be  easier  to  feel  you  near,  and  yet  beyond  my 
reach.” 

“Yes,  you  are  right,”  said  Gabrielle,  in  the 
same  low  tone.  “We  are  very,  very  far  apart  here, 
though  you  daily  come  to  the  castle.  I always 
hoped  you  would  find  some  means  of  breaking 
through  the  barriers  which  separate  us.” 

“Have  I not  tried  to  the  best  of  my  ability?  You 
know  how  your  mother  met  my  overtures.  She  re- 
ceived me  kindly  enough  when  I called,  but  she 
was  careful  not  to  let  fall  a word  which  could  be 
construed  into  an  invitation  to  repeat  the  visit.  I 
cannot  force  myself  into  a house  where  I am  clearly 
told  that  my  presence  is  not  wanted.” 

A slight  frown  gathered  on  the  young  lady’s  fair 
brow.  • 

■ “That  was  not  mamma’s  fault.  She  would  have 
welcomed  you  now  as  willingly  as  formerly.  It  was 
my  guardian  who  prevented  her  inviting  you.  I 
got  mamma  to  tell  him  of  your  call,  and  of  our  pre- 
vious acquaintance,  because  I ” 
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“Because  you  dared  not.” 

“I  dare  anything  that  is  possible,”  asserted 
Gabrielle,  with  some  irritation ; “ but  to  hold  out 

under  Uncle  Arno’s  look,  when  one  has  anything  to 
conceal  from  him,  is  just  impossible,  and  it  is  of 
no  use  attempting  it.  Well,  he  pronounced  most  de- 
cidedly against  the  intended  invitation.  No  per- 
sonal offense  to  you  was  meant,  for,  of  course,  he 
has  not  the  faintest  suspicion  of  any  understanding 
between  us ; but  he  will  not  allow  any  intercourse 
between  us  and  the  younger  officials  in  his  bureaux 
— so  we  had  to  submit.” 

“I  was  sure  of  it,”  said  George.  “I  know  my 
chief.  He  and  his  must  remain  inaccessible  to  all 
whom  he  considers  beneath  him.  Well,  there  is 
this  to  be  said,  not  even  his  despotic  will  can  sep- 
arate us  much  more  completely  than  we  have  sep- 
arated during  the  last  few  weeks.  I have  never 
seen  you  but  from  a distance,  and  when,  at  last, 
we  do  meet,  as  to-night,  we  are  forced  to  keep  up 
an  appearance  of  coldness  and  indifference.  I have 
to  look  on  while  you  are  courted  and  made  much 
of,  to  see  every  one  able  to  approach  you  but  myself. 
I,  who  have  the  first  and  sole  right  to  you,  am 
condemned  to  silence  and  the  reserve  of  a stranger. 
Gabrielle,  I can  bear  it  no  longer.” 

Gabrielle  raised  her  eyes  to  his  face.  A bewitch- 
ing smile  played  round  the  corners  of  her  dimpled 
mouth,  as  she  replied : 

“ I do  not  think  the  ‘stranger’  is  so  much  to  be 
pitied.  He  knows  very  well  that  I am  his,  and  his 
alone.” 

“ On  a ball-night  such  as  this  you  certainly  are  not 
mine,”  replied  George,  rather  bitterly.  “You  are 
given  to  the  gayety  and  the  dance  and  the  homage 
paid  you  on  all  sides.  You  belong  to  anything  and 
every  one  rather  than  to  me.  All  the  time  that 
passed  before  that  waltz,  I was  striving  to  meet 
your  glance.  Surrounded  by  your  admirers,  you 
had  no  eyes  for  me.” 

The  reproach  struck  home,  wounding  bv  its  very 
justice ; but  the  young  lady  was  not  accustomed  to 
reproaches  in  this  quarter,  and  she  thought  it  very 
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cruel  and  unfair  that  he  should  try  to  spoil  her 
pleasure.  The  smile  vanished  from  her  lips,  giving 
way  to  a most  ungracious  expression  of  counte- 
nance, and  she  was  about  to  utter  a sharp  retort 
when  Lieutenant  Wilten  appeared  in  the  door-way. 

“Fraulein  von  Harder,”  he  said,  hastening  to  her. 
“You  are  missed  in  the  ball-room.  His  excellency 
and  the  baroness  have  both  been  inquiring  for  you. 
I volunteered  to  look  for  you.  Will  you  accept  my 
escort  back  to  your  anxious  friends?” 

Under  other  circumstances  Gabrielle  would  have 
let  this  intruder  feel  how  unwelcome  he  was ; but 
now  she  was  angry,  justly  offended,  as  she 
thought,  and  not  at  all  disposed  to  take  offense 
patiently  — so  she  bowed  her  head  coldly  to 
George,  and  accepted  the  young  baron’s  arm  with 
great  affability  of  manner.  The  lieutenant  led  her 
from  the  room,  casting,  as  he  went,  a triumphant 
glance  back  at  the  discomfited  rival  left  behind. 

George  looked  after  the  pair  with  flushed  face  and 
knitted  brows.  This  childish  revenge  wounded  him 
more  than  he  cared  to  confess  to  himself,  and  as  the 
old  tormenting  doubt  arose  within  him — the  doubt 
as  to  whether  it  were  right  for  him  to  withdraw  this 
charming  but  most  superficial  young  creature  from 
the  glittering  sphere  for  which  she  seemed  created, 
and  to  link  her  existence  to  that  of  an  earnest 
patient  worker.  True,  Gabrielle’s  love  gave  him 
a right  to  possess  her,  but— did  she  love  him?  Was 
she  really  capable  of  a deep  and  abiding  senti- 
ment? or  was  her  fancy  for  him  a mere  caprice, 
playful  and  transient  as  became  her  gay,  butterfly 
nature? 

The  young  man  passed  his  hand  quickly  across 
his  brow.  He  would  not  listen  to  the  whispered 
monitions  of  reason,  so  utterly  at  variance  with  the 
passionate  throbbings  of  his  heart.  With  a great 
effort  he  shook  himself  free  from  these  torturing 
thoughts,  and  was  about  to  leave  the  room  when 
Councilor  Moser  came  in,  accompanied  by  the 
superintendent  of  police.  The  former,  in  honor  of 
the  day,  wore  a brand-new  neck-cloth  of  snowy 
whiteness,  but  of  such  prodigious  dimensions  that 
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he  could  hardly  move  his  head  in  it,  a circum- 
stance which  lent  additional  stiffness  to  his  bearing 
and  solemnity  to  his  mien.  The  two  were  holding 
some  animated  discussion,  but  on  catching  sight  of 
Assessor  Winterfeld  they  ceased  speaking  so 
abruptly  that  that  gentleman  divined  he  had  been 
the  subject  of  their  conversation.  This  idea  was 
confirmed  by  the  keen  glance  with  which  the  sup- 
erintendent measured  the  young  official  from  head 
to  foot,  while  the  councilor  walked  straight  up  to 
him,  and  without  a word  of  preface,  addressed  him 
as  follows: 

“ I am  glad  to  meet  you  here,  assessor.  I have 
to  request  you  to  undertake  a commission  for  me.” 

George  bowed  slightly. 

“With  pleasure.  I am  at  your  service.” 

“Your  friend.  Dr.  Brunnow” — the  councilor  ac- 
centuated his  words,  as  though  some  dread  and 
weighty  accusation  were  conveyed  in  each — “your 
friend.  Dr.  Brunnow,  has,  without  my  knowledge 
or  desire,  assumed  the  office  of  my  family  physician. 
He  has  listened  to  an  invalid’s  statements,  has  given 
prescriptions,  and  even  threatened  me  with  a re- 
newal of  his  visit.  I did  not  at  first  comprehend 
how  the  matter  had  come  about ” 

“It  was  all  a misunderstanding,”  interrupted 
George.  “ Max  told  me  of  it.  He  really  believed 
that  medical  advice  was  required  from  him,  and  he 
had  no  notion  into  whose  house  an  odd  chance  had 
led  him.” 

“Well,  he  knows  now,”  said  Moser,  emphati- 
cally ; “and  I must  ask  you  to  tell  him,  once  for  all, 
that  I should  not  dream  of  applying  for  advice  to  a 
doctor  bearing  so  compromised  a name,  to  one 
whose  father  is  an  avowed  enemy  to  the  State. 
Tell  him  to  choose  for  his  revolutionary  intrigues 
some  other  scene  than  the  house  of  Councilor 
Moser,  who  has  ever  made  it  his  proud  boast  that 
he  is  surpassed  by  none  in  loyalty  to  his  most 
gracious  sovereign.  There  are  men,  gentlem.en, 
in  the  service,  who  might  take  example  by  his  line 
of  conduct.  It  would  be  well  for  themselves,  for 
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society,  and  for  the  State,  were  they  to  share  the 
views  I have  expressed.” 

With  these  words  the  councilor  inclined  his  head, 
or  rather  attempted  to  do  so,  for  his  neckcloth  im- 
posed limits  on  his  will,  and  majestically  left  the 
room,  sublimely  conscious  of  having,  in  a figurative 
sense,  crushed  and  slain  his  adversary.  The  super- 
intendent who  had  throughout  been  a silent 
listener,  now  drew  near. 

“You  seem  to  be  in  disgrace  with  our  loyal 
friend,”  he  remarked,  in  a jesting  tone.  “He  was 
giving  me  a long  account  of  your  dangerous  and 
treasonable  connections.  I hope ” 

“The  councilor  is  in  error,”  interposed  George, 
with  quiet  distinctness.  “The  connection  with 
which  he  reproaches  me  is  a perfectly  harmless 
college  friendship,  bearing  no  relation  whatever  to 
politics.” 

The  superintendent  laughed. 

“So  much  the  better.  The  councilor  grows  quite 
alarming  at  times  through  excess  of  loyalty.  He 
sees  ghosts  and  specters  at  every  turn.  Could  he 
but  guess  that  his  own  chief  was  once  the  comrade 
and  friend  of  this  very  Dr.  Brunnow,  whom  he 
stigmatizes  as  an  enemy  of  the  State!  You,  prob- 
ably, are  not  unaware  of  this  fact?” 

“ I am  aware  of  it,  certainly,”  said  George,  ta^en 
aback  by  the  question.  The  police  officer’s 
intimate  acquaintance  with  circumstances  so  re- 
mote surprised  him  greatly. 

“ How  these  early  friends  get  separated ! How 
strangely  and  widely  do  their  paths  in  life  differ!” 
remarked  the  other.  “ The  governor,  Baron  Arno 
von  Raven,  and  a refugee  living  in  exile,  no  con- 
trast could  well  be  greater ! It  is  said,  I believe,  that 
the  baron  himself  entertained  rather  extravagant 
political  views  in  his  youth.” 

He  paused,  apparently  expecting  an  answer,  but 
none  came.  Assessor  Winterfeld  listened  in  silence. 

“ I have  even  heard  it  asserted  that  Herr  von 
Raven  was  in  some  way  mixed  up  with  that  trial 
which  resulted  in  the  imprisonment  of  Dr.  Brun- 
now and  his  associates.  None  but  vague  rumors 
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have  reached  me,  however.  You,  I dare  say,  are 
better  informed  through  your  friend  and  his  father.” 

“Not  at  all — we  have  never  gone  into  the  subject. 
But,  if  the  baron  had  chanced  to  be  connected  with 
the  trial  in  any  way,  the  fact  could  easily  be  ascer- 
tained through  the  official  reports  of  the  case.  ” 

The  superintendent  cast  a glance  at  the  young 
man  which  seemed  to  say : “ If  that  were  so,  I 
should  hardly  be  wasting  my  time  and  pains  on  so 
stiffnecked  a person  as  yourself.”  He  replied  aloud : 

“The  baron’s  name  is  not  mentioned  in  the 
official  documents.  If  he  really  had  anything  to 
do  with  the  business,  all  accounts  were  settled  be- 
tween himself  and  his  future  father-in-law,  the 
minister.  He  must  have  fully  exonerated  him- 
self from  blame  in  the  latter’s  estimation,  for  the 
brilliant  fortunes  which  have  attended  him  through- 
out his  career  date  from  that  precise  time.” 

“Very  probably,”  assented  George,  with  cool  re- 
serve; “but  these  events,  which  happened  fully 
twenty  year  ago,  must  be  more  familiar  to  you  than 
to  me.  You,  I should  suppose,  were  then  entering 
on  your  professional  duties,  while  I was  still  a 
mere  child.” 

The  superintendent  saw  that  here  there  was  no 
inclination  to  enlighten  him,  that  from  this  source 
he  should  not  get  the  information  he  required.  He 
gave  up  the  attempt,  and  when  they  had  exchanged 
a few  unimportant  remarks,  the  two  gentlemen 
parted. 

Only  once  again  during  the  evening  did  George 
find  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  Gabrielle,  or 
rather,  she  herself  it  was  who  gave  him  the  oppor- 
tunity. As  he  stood  looking  on  at  the  cotillon,  tak- 
ing no  part  in  it,  she  fluttered  up  to  him,  light  and 
airy  as  any  sylph,  and  led  him  to  the  dance.  While 
they  were  making  the  tour  of  the  room,  their  eyes 
met.  ■ The  moodiness  had  melted  from  his  face,  and 
about  her  lips  there  played  again  the  captivating 
smile  which  his  words  had  lately  scared  away. 

“Must  I not  enjoy  myself?  Are  you  still  jealous?” 
whispered  Gabrielle,  with  a delicious  mixture  of 
roguishness  and  penitence.  George  would  not 
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have  been  young  or  in  love,  could  he  have  with- 
stood that  smile  and  that  appeal. 

“My  Gabrielle!”  was  all  he  said,  but  infinite  ten- 
derness lay  in  the  softly-spoken  words.  A slight 
pressure  from  her  hand  answered  his.  The  recon- 
ciliation was  sealed. 

So  the  hours  fiew  by,  and  the  ball  took  the 
brilliant  course  usual  to  such  assemblies.  Midnight 
had  long  passed  when  the  guests  departed,  and  the 
great  galleries  grew  empty  once  more.  Baroness 
von  Harder,  well  satisfied  with  the  part  she  had 
played  on  the  occasion,  was  about  to  retire  to  her 
own  room.  She  had  taken  leave  of  her  brother-in- 
law,  and  had  turned  to  give  some  directions  to  the 
servants,  when  Gabrielle  in  her  turn  approached 
to  bid  her  guardian  good-night.  Raven  saw  that 
she  meant  to  give  him  her  hand,  but  he  remained 
immovable,  with  folded  arms,  and  there  was  a look 
of  cold  severity  on  his  features,  as  he  addressed 
her  in  a low  tone  : 

“ I have  made  a singular  discovery  this  evening, 
Gabrielle.  There  appears  to  be  a degree  of  famili- 
arity between  you  and  Assessor  Winterfeld  which  is 
highly  unbecoming.  It  is  not  compatible  with  his 
position,  nor  with  yours  in  my  house.  I will  venture 
to  hope  that  in  permitting  him  such  freedom  you 
have  been  misled  by  inexperience  alone ; but  you 
will  have  to  give  me  an  explanation  of  this.  I must 
know  how  far  your  acquaintance  with  this  gentle- 
man has  really  gone.” 

She  drew  herself  up  with  a resolute  air. 

“If  you  wish  it.  Uncle  Arno ” 

“Hot  now,”  he  interrupted,  with  a wave  of  the 
hand.  “It  is  too  late  to-night,  and  I do  not  wish 
that  your  mother  should  be  present  at  our  inter- 
view. I shall  expect  to  see  you  in  my  study  to- 
morrow morning  early,  and  you  will  then  have  the 
kindness  to  answer  such  questions  as  I shall  put  to 
you.  Good-night.” 

He  turned  away  without  offering  her  his  hand  or 
waiting  for  a reply,  and  walked  to  the  farther  end 
of  the  room. 

A catastrophe  was  imminent,  inevitable;  thus 
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she  pondered ; and  only  when  her  mother  called  her 
did  she  start  from  her  reverie  and  hasten  to  the 
baroness’  side. 

Raven  watched  her  as  he  went.  His  lips  were 
firmly  set,  as  though  in  repressed  anger  or  pain,  and 
a dark  thundercloud  lay  on  his  brow. 

“I  must  know  the  truth,”  he  muttered.  “But, 
after  all,  what  will  it  amount  to?  Mere  childish 
folly,  some  traveling  episode  invested  by  both  with 
all  necessary  romance,  and  in  the  course  of  a few 
weeks  to  be  utterly  forgotten.  No  matter,  I will 
take  care  that  such  looks  are  not  translated  into 
words,  and  that  an  end  is  put  to  the  affair  in  time.” 


CHAPTER  VIL 

THE  baron’s  decree. 

The  next  morning  broke  gray  and  cloudy.  It 
heralded  in  a wet,  cold  September  day,  which  told 
unmistakably  that  summer’s  opulent  splendor  was 
a thing  of  the  past,  and  that  autumn’s  chill  reign 
had  commenced.  A fine  drizzling  rain  was  falling ; 
the  mountains  were  shrouded  in  thick  mist,  and  in 
the  castle  garden  the  wind  was  chasing  the  first 
leaves  from  the  trees. 

Baron  von  Raven  sat  alone  in  his  study.  A 
middle-sized  room,  with  a lofty  ceiling  arid  one 
large  bay  window  framed  in  a deep  recess,  this 
study  certainly  did  produce  a gloomy  impression. 
It  was  not  a comfortable  room  to  dwell  in,  nor  one 
suited  to  rest  or  repose.  Everything  in  it  told  of 
work — of  grave,  incessant  occupation. 

Raven  generally  got  through  a good  deal  of  busi- 
ness in  the  morning  hours;  but  to-day  he  sat  at  his 
writing-table,  resting  his  head  on  his  hand,  and 
casting  not  so  much  as  a glance  at  the  pile  of  letters 
and  memorials,  of  reports  and  schedules,  before  him. 
His  countenance  wore  the  pallor  born  of  a sleepless 
night,  and  its  austerity  of  expression  was  more 
striking  than  usual ; otherwise  his  features  were  as 
of  bronze  in  their  perfect  immobility.” 

Immersed  in  somber  thought,  he  did  not  even  look 
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up  as  the  study-door  opened.  A servant,  whom  he 
had  sent  to  the  baroness’  apartments  to  summon  his 
ward  to  him,  entered,  and  announced  that  the 
young  lady  would  be  with  his  excellency  immedi- 
ately. 

A few  minutes  later,  Gabrielle  followed  the  mes- 
senger, and,  coming  into  the  study,  closed  the  door 
behind  her.  She  wore  a plain  white  morning  dress, 
the  simplicity  of  which  became  her  well,  and  even 
in  the  gray  uncertain  light  of  that  autumn  day  her 
brightness  shone  undimmed.  Last  night’s  ball  had 
left  no  trace  behind.  Her  elastic  youth  knew  as  yet 
neither  languor  nor  lassitude. 

The  baron  himself  must  have  had  some  sense  of 
this.  He  rose,  and  advanced  a few  paces  to  meet 
his  visitor.  At  sight  of  her,  his  features  relaxed 
from  their  set  sternness,  and  his  voice,  though  very 
grave,  was  not  harsh,  as  he  addressed  her : 

“ I have  several  questions  to  put  to  you,  Gabrielle. 
My  words  last  night  will  have  prepared  you  for 
them ; and  I shall  expect  to  hear  from  you  in  re- 
ply the  truth,  and  the  whole  truth.” 

He  put  forward  a chair  for  her,  and  seated  him- 
self opposite  her.  The  young  ^dy’s  attitude  be- 
spoke confidence  rather  than  timidity. 

The  baron,  she  knew,  doubted  her  firmness  with 
an  incredulity  fixed  and,  to  the  full  as  insulting,  as 
that  professed  by  George ; and,  strangely  enough, 
she  felt  a far  greater  satisfaction  in  convicting  her 
guardian  of  his  error,  than  in  raising  her  lover’s  es- 
timate of  her  character.  At  this  moment  the 
romance  of  the  situation  was  uppermost  in  her 
mind,  outweighing  any  anxiety  as  to  the  issue  of 
the  impending  conflict. 

“My  questions  concern  Assessor  Winterfeld,”  be- 
gan the  baron.  “Your  mother  tells  me  you  met  him 
in  Switzerland.  He  frequently  came  to  the  house, 
and  you  probably  held  much  free  and  unconstrained 
intercourse  with  him.” 

“Yes,”  said  Gabrielle,  somewhat  disconcerted. 
The  matter  was  not  taking  a dramatic  turn  at  pres^ 
ent.  Her  guardian  spoke  in  the  most  tranquil  of 
tones. 
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“Have  you  often  seen  or  spoken  to  him,  since  you 
came  to  K ?” 

“ Twice  only— the  day  he  called  on  mamma,  and 
last  night  at  the  ball.” 

“On  no  other  occasion?” 

“No.” 

The  baron  drew  a deep  breath  of  relief. 

“This  young  man  evidentl}^  pays  you  a degree  of 
attention  which  oversteps  the  bounds  of  ordinary 
gallantry,”  he  continued ; “and  you  seem  not  only 
to  suffer,  but  to  encourage  it.” 

Gabrielle  was  silent. 

“I  expect  an  answer,  Gabrielle.” 

She  looked  up.  There  was  no  sign  of  fear  in  her 
face.  It  spoke  rather  of  open  rebellion. 

“And  if  that  were  the  case?”  she  asked. 

“ It  would  be  high  time  to  put  an  end  to  such 
childish  nonsense,”  Kaven  answered  sharply. 
“You  must  know  very  well  that  nothing  serious 
could  ever  come  of  it.” 

The  young  lady  tossed  her  fair  head  with  an 
offended,  yet  a most  resolute  air. 

“ It  is  not  mere  childish  nonsense,”  she  replied, 
with  the  utmost  decision.  “George  Winterfeld 
loves  me.” 

The  baron’s  eyes  flashed  fire.  He  rose  quickly, 
and  folded  his  arms  on  his  breast,  as  though  ito 
compel  himself  to  be  calm ; but  his  voice  was  low 
and  menacing  as  he  answered  her : 

“Oh,  oh!  he  has  told  you  this  already?  Last 
night,  perhaps,  during  your  waltz?” 

“ He  told  me  long  ago,  in  Switzerland,  that  he 
loved  me.” 

Raven  laughed  out  loud — a short,  harsh  laugh. 

“I  suspected  it,  I vow,”  he  said,  with  bitter  sar- 
casm. “ So  you  two  were  acting  through  a romance 
under  your  mother’s  eyes,  she  having  not  the  faint- 
est notion  of  it  the  while.  Well,  it  is  what  one  might 
expect  from  her.  But  it  is  less  easy  to  deceive  me. 
If  you  intended  that,  you  should  have  guarded  your 
looks  better ; they  were  far  too  eloquent  yesterday 
evening.  I can  make  many  excuses  for  you, 
Gabrielle,  on  account  of  your  youth  and  inexperi- 
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ence — a few  sentimental  phrases  suffice  to  turn  the 
head  of  a girl  of  seventeen;  but  this  romantic 
trifling  is  too  dangerous  for  me  to  permit  it  to  go 
on  longer.  I shall  remind  Assessor  Winterfeld  of 
the  barriers  which  separate  him  from  the  Baroness 
von  Harder,  from  my  niece,  and  that  in  a way  which 
will  impress  itself  on  his  memory.  Henceforward 
you  will  neither  see  nor  speak  to  him.  I forbid  this 
folly,  once  for  all.” 

He  strove  in  vain  to  preserve  his  sarcastic  tone ; 
the  terrible  irritation  which  lay  behind  would 
break  through  at  times.  Gabrielle,  indeed,  did  not 
remark  this ; she  heard  only  the  scornful  derision 
of  his  Words.  The  young  lady  now  rose  in  her  turn, 
vibrating  with  indignation. 

“You  cannot  do  that.  Uncle  Arno,”  she  said, 
vehemently.  “ George  has  a claim  on  me  which 
he  will  certainly  vindicate.  He  has  my  word — my 
promise.  I am  betrothed  to  him.” 

She  made  her  confession  boldly,  unhesitatingly ; 
and  now  she  paused,  waiting  for  the  coming  storm, 
but  none  came.  Raven  replied  not  a word.  A gray 
pallor  overspread  his  face,  and  his  hand  grasped 
convulsively  the  back  of  a great  arm-chair  that 
was  near  him,  while  he  gazed  with  a strange,  fixed 
look  at  Gabrielle. 

She  stood  before  him  silent  and  confused.  It  was 
not  exactly  fear  which  possessed  her,  but  rather  a 
secret,  inexplicable  dread  growing  up  within  her 
beneath  that  gaze,  a vague  presentiment  of  coming 
evil,  against  which  she  struggled  in  vain. 

After  a minute’s  pause,  th^e  baron  spoke  again : 

“ This  matter  has  certainly  gone  further  than  I 
supposed ; and  you  have  considered  you  were  doing 
right  in  keeping  it  a secret  from  your  mother  and 
myself?” 

“We  feared  we  should  be  parted  if  our  attach- 
ment were  known,”  answered  Gabrielle,  in  a low 
voice. 

“Oh!  And  what  do  you  imagine  will  happen 
now?” 

“ I do  not  know ; but  I am  determined  to  keep  my 
word  to  George,  come  what  may,  for  I love  him.” 
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This  word  at  length  let  loose  the  fury  of  the  storm 
hitherto  held  in  check.  With  a movement  of  rage, 
Raven  dashed  the  chair  aside,  and  strode  up  to  the 
young  girl. 

“And  you  dare  to  say  that  to  me?”  he  broke  out. 
“You  dare,  without  my  knowledge  and  consent,  to 
enter  into  an  engagement  which  you  know  I shall 
decidedly  oppose — to  defy  me  openly?  You  build 
on  the  indulgent  kindness  I have  shown  you  up  to 
this  time.  It  is  at  an  end  from  to-day.  Do  not 
challenge  me  too  far,  Gabrielle ; you  may  bitterly 
repent  it.  I have  means  of  bringing  a perverse, 
rebellious  child  to  reason — means  I shall  unsparingly 
use  against  both  you  and  him.  Winterfeld  shall 
answer  to  me  for  this  surreptitious  love-making,  for 
the  sweet  speeches  with  which  he  has  befooled  you 
into  giving  a promise — a promise  which  is  null  and 
void,  seeing  that  you  are  not  free  to  dispose  of 
yourself  as  yet.  He  courts  in  you  the  presumptive 
heiress,  and  calculates  that  through  her  he  shall  at- 
tain to  wealth  and  influence.  He  may  And  himself 
deceived.  I alone  have  to  decide  as  to  your  future, 
which  is  altogether  in  my  hands.  Your  lot  in  life 
depends  on  me,  and  if  I accord  to  you  a brilliant 
position,  I shall  expect  implicit  obedience  in  return. 
At  no  time,  and  under  no  circumstances,  can  there 
be  a question  of  such  a marriage.  I refuse  my  con- 
sent, and  you  must  perforce  bend  to  my  will.” 

Gabrielle  had  recoiled  a step  before  this  flerce 
outburst,  but  nevertheless  she  met  it  bravely.  The 
“child”  possessed  more  stability,  more  strength  of 
purpose,  than  Raven  supposed  She  was  not  to  be 
intimidated  by  his  imperious  words  or  threatening 
looks. 

“You  have  no  rights  over  me,  except  those  of  a 
guardian,  and  they  will  expire  at  my  majority,”  she 
replied,  with  most  unusual  energy.  “My  future 
and  my  position  in  life  concern  George  alone.  I shall 
accept  the  lot  that  he  can  offer  me,  whatever  it  may 
be.  No  calculating  thought  has  ever  entered  his 
mind  with  regard  to  me.  George’s  affection ” 

The  baron  stamped  furiously. 

“ George,  and  nothing  but  George ! I forbid  you 
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to  speak  so  of  this  Winterfeld  in  my  presence. 
You  will  never  be  his  wife — never,  I tell  you— at 
least,  while  I live.” 

The  young  girl  drew  herself  erect.  She  was  in- 
dignant at,  rather  than  daunted  by,  his  extreme 
vehemence. 

“Uncle  Arno,  you  are  horribly,  cruelly  unjust. 
You ” 

Suddenly  she  stopped.  Her  eyes  met  his,  and  the 
ardent  consuming  tire  in  them  seemed  to  scorch  her 
with  its  intense  glow.  It  was  not  the  blaze  of 
hatred,  nor  of  anger.  There  was  suffering  in  that 
look,  fierce,  wild  pain  stimulated  almost  to  mad- 
ness. Gabrielle  pressed  both  hands  on  her  bosom. 
She  felt  as  though  breath  and  consciousness  were 
forsaking  her;  then,  vivid  as  lightning,  with  a 
blinding,  stupefying  shock,  the  truth  flashed  upon 
her.  She  grew  deadly  pale, and  caught  at  the  back 
of  the  chair  as  though  for  support. 

This  movement  of  hers  in  some  measure  restored 
the  baron  to  himself.  He  saw  the  great  paleness 
which  overspread  her  features,  and  attributed  it  in 
some  measure  to  fear  aroused  by  his  violence. 
This  man,  accustomed  to  the  severest  self-control, 
had,  probably  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  allowed 
himself  to  be  carried  beyond  bounds. 

“ I have  alarmed  you  with  my  vehemence,”  said 
the  baron  at  last,  without  turning  round.  “Such 
matters  require  to  be  discussed  quietly,  and  we  are 
neither  of  us  in  a fitting  frame  of  mind  just  now. 
To-morrow,  later  on,  perhaps — leave  me,  Gabrielle.” 

She  obeyed,  walking  with  bowed  head  to  the  door, 
but  there  she  paused.  Again,  as  on  the  preceding 
evening,  she  felt,  without  seeing  it, the  look  which 
rested  on  her ; and  again,  as  then,  she  was  con- 
strained by  some  mysterious  attraction  to  meet 
that  look.  Raven  had,  indeed,  turned,  and  was  fol- 
lowing her  with  his  eyes. 

“One  thing  more,”  he  said — his  voice  was  com- 
pletely under  control  now,  but  it  had  a dull  un- 
natural sound — “not  a word,  not  a line  to  him.  I 
will  speak  to  him  myself.” 

Gabrielle  left  the  room,  and  returned  to  her 
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mother’s  apartments.  The  baroness,  who  was  a 
late  riser,  had  but  just  completed  her  morning  toilet. 
On  going  into  the  breakfast-room,  she  missed  her 
daughter,  who  was  generally  there  before  her,  and 
was  about  to  inquire  of  the  servants  as  to  the 
reason  of  her  absence  when  the  young  girl  herself 
appeared. 

“Why,  child,  where  have  you  been  all  this  time? 
Not  out  of  doors,  I hope,  in  such  miserable  weather. 
You  would  take  a dreadful  cold,  wandering  about 
in  that  light  morning  dress.  But  you  look  quite 
pale  and  disturbed!  Has  anything  happened?” 

“No,  mamma,”  said  her  daughter,  in  a low,  half- 
stifled  voice. 

The  baroness  looked  at  her  with  concern. 

“You  are  not  well,  I am  sure.  You  were  over- 
heated with  dancing  yesterday  evening,  when  we 
went  through  those  cold  corridors.  Take  a little 
hot  tea,  dear — it  will  do  you  good.” 

Gabrielle  declined  the  offered  cup. 

“No,  thank  you,  mamma.  I would  rather  go 
back  to  my  room,  and  try  and  rest  a little,” 

“ But  your  uncle  is  accustomed  to  see  you  here  at 
breakfast-time.” 

“ Tell  him  I am  not  well.  He  will  not  miss  me  to- 
day. I cannot  stay,” 

With  these  words  she  left  the  room.  The  baron- 
ess remained  alone,  wondering  not  a little  at  her 
daughter’s  sudden  fit  of  reserve,  which  was  as 
strange  to  her  as  the  white  wan  look  on  that  bloom- 
ing face.  At  this  moment  the  baron’s  valet  entered 
with  a message  from  his  excellency,  who  begged  to 
be  excused — he  would  not  appear  at  breakfast  that 
morning. 

In  the  chancellery  the  governor’s  appearance  was 
that  day  looked  for  in  vain.  It  was  his  custom  to 
go  there  early  in  the  morning,  but  on  this  occasion 
he  remained  shut  up  in  his  study,  and  allowed  the 
most  necessary  business  to  be  transacted  by  Coun- 
cilor Moser,  The  councilor,  who  had  some  press- 
ing matters  to  submit  to  his  chief’s  notice,  came 
back  from  an  audience  with  an  important  mien,  and 
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the  tidings  that  his  excellency  was  by  no  means 
graciously  disposed  that  morning. 

Half  an  hour  later,  Assessor  Winterfeld  was 
summoned  to  the  governor.  There  was  nothing  re- 
markable in  this,  as  he  had  to  take  in  his  report  in 
the  course  of  the  morning,  and  the  fact  of  his  being 
sent  for  before  the  appointed  hour  could  easily  be 
explained  by  the  numerous  pressing  calls  on  the 
baron’s  time. 

The  young  man,  therefore,  obeyed  the  summons 
with  unsuspicious  alacrity.  He  entered  the  cabinet, 
his  head  full  of  the  statement  he  had  prepared,  set 
his  papers  in  order,  and  waited  for  the  signal  to  be- 
gin. 

“We  will  leave  that,”  said  Raven.  “The  report 
can  stand  over  for  to-day.  I have  other  matters  to 
discuss  with  you.” 

George  looked  up  in  astonishment,  and  only  then 
became  aware  of  his  chief’s  altered  attitude.  The 
dignified  calm  with  which  that  personage  was  wont 
to  receive  his  officials  had  stiffened  into  freezing 
hauteur. 

George  saw  the  hostility  at  a glance,  and  at  once 
understood  the  words  which  had  struck  him  as  enig- 
matical. He  understood  that  he  alone  was  the  ob- 
ject of  the  baron’s  displeasure,  and  guessed  what 
had  provoked  it.  The  long-looked-for  catastrophe 
had  come  at  last,  and  the  young  man  braced  himself 
to  face  it  with  quiet  resolution. 

“I  have  this  morning  had  an  interview  with 
Baroness  von  Harder,  in  which  your  name  was  men- 
tioned,” began  the  governor.  “No  explanations 
are  required  from  you.  I already  know  what  has 
happened,  and  I must  call  you  to  account  for  the 
manner  in  which  you  have  misled  that  young  lady, 
causing  her  to  fail  most  unpardonably  in  the  sincer- 
ity and  respect  she  owes  to  her  family.” 

George  cast  down  his  eyes.  His  quick  sense  of 
honor  allowed  the  reproach  as  well-founded. 

“ I have  possibly  erred  in  remaining  silent  until 
now,”  he  replied.  “My  only  excuse  lies  in  the  fact 
that  my  position  has  not  qualified  me  to  prefer  my 
suit  openly.” 
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“Indeed?  I should  have  thought  that  such  an 
obstacle  in  the  way  of  your  suit  would  also  have 
prohibited  a declaration  of  your  sentiments.” 

“Had  it  been  premeditated,  certainly;  but  your 
excellency,  that  was  not  the  case.  In  an  unguarded 
moment  my  secret  escaped  me ; only  when  it  had 
found  utterance,  when  my  words  had  been  accepted, 
did  reflection  regain  the  upper  hand;  and  then  I 
was  forced  to  confess  to  myself  that  for  the  present 
I could  advance  no  grounds  entitling  me  to  ap- 
proach Baroness  von  Harder  as  a suitor  for  her 
daughter’s  hand.” 

“It  is  well  you  make  the  admission  yourself,”  re- 
marked the  baron,  with  withering  scorn.  “ I should 
otherwise  have  been  under  the  necessity  of  making 
the  fact  clear  to  you.  If  Fraulein  von  Harder  has 
made  you  promises,  they,  naturally,  count  for  noth- 
ing, having  been  given  without  my  knowledge  or 
her  mother’s ; and  it  would  be  simply  absurd  for  you 
to  build  on  them.  Romantic  notions  should  be  left 
to  the  domain  of  romance.  I regret  that  my  niece 
should  have  lent  an  ear  to  such  extravagant  folly, 
but  you  will  hardly  expect  me  to  deal  with  it  as  a 
matter  calling  for  serious  consideration.” 

The  young  man’s  face  began  to  flush  beneath  this 
contemptuous  treatment,  and  the  rising  irritation 
within  him  betrayed  itself  in  his  voice,  as  he  an- 
swered : 

“ I do  not  know  that  an  earnest  and  pure  affection, 
which  has  been  tarnished  by  no  unworthy  thought, 
which  has  held  its  object  as  some  high  and  sacred 
thing  apart,  should  be  met  by  derision  only.  I have 
kept  it  a secret  so  far,  and  have  caused  Fraulein 
von  Harder  to  do  likewise,  because  I knew  that 
time  and  much  continuous  labor  on  my  part  were 
needed  to  remove  obstacles  that  stand  in  my  path, 
because  I foresaw  that  every  effort  would  be  made 
to  separate  us.  In  that  alone  am  I culpable.  My 
conduct  in  that  respect  may  deserve  blame,  but 
those  who  have  had  experience  of  love  will  not  j udge 
me  too  harshly.  I own  I was  not  prepared  to  find 
our  mutual  attachment  treated  as  mere  romantic 
folly.” 
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“And  what  do  you  expect  me  to  think  of  it?” 
asked  Raven,  ironically.  “ It  seems  to  me  you  have 
every  reason  to  be  grateful  to  me  for  adopting  this 
view  of  the  case,  as  it  alone  admits  of  a lenient 
judgment.  If  I knew  that  you  and  Gabrielle  were 
seriously  contemplating  the  possibility  of  a 
union ” 

He  paused,  but  the  look  which  completed  the  sen- 
tence was  significant  enough,  and  fraught  with  evil 
presage. 

“Would  your  excellency  have  preferred  that  we 
should  be  attached  without  contemplating  a lifelong 
union?”  asked  George,  quietly. 

“Mr.  Winterfeld,  you  forget  yourself,”  thundered 
the  baron.  “ The  blame  of  this  secret  understand- 
ing lies  not  with  my  niece,  but  with  vou.  That 
young  girl  was  not  in  a position  to  measure  its  im- 
portance, or  to  rightly  estimate  the  situation.  You 
were  fully  able  to  do  both,  and  were  aware  of  the 
barriers  which  stood  between  you ; it  is  with  you, 
therefore,  I must  now  reckon.  You  are  one  of  my 
youngest  clerks,  without  name  or  rank,  without 
fortune  or  prospects.  By  what  right  do  you  venture 
to  aspire  to  the  hand  of  the  young  Baroness  von  Har- 
der, who  is  accustomed  to  all  the  luxuries  of  life,  and 
who  has  a claim  to  move  in  circles  widely  remote 
from  yours?” 

“ By  the  same  right  as  that  whereon  Baron  von 
Raven  relied,  when,  under  circumstances  in  all 
respects  similar,  he  sued  for  the  hand  of  the 
minister’s  daughter,  who  subsequently  became  his 
wife — by  right  of  my  confidence  in  the  future.” 

Raven  bit  his  lip. 

“It  appears  to  be  with  you  a foregone  con- 
clusion that  in  point  of  success  your  career  will 
resemble  mine.  It  is  rather  venturesome  on 
your  part  to  place  yourself  thus  boldly  on 
a par  with  me.  Besides,  the  comparison  does  not 
hold  good.  I was  one  of  the  minister’s  most  in- 
timate friends  long  before  I became  his  son-in-law. 
I knew  that  he  favored  my  suit,  and  had  assured 
myself  of  his  consent  before  I addressed  his  daugh- 
ter. That  is  the  only  honorable  course  to  pursue  in 
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such  matters.  Mark  what  I say,  Mr.  Winterfeld.” 

“Your  excellency,  no  doubt,  acted  more  cor- 
rectly, and  with  more  deliberation;  but— 1 loved 
Gabrielle !” 

A furious  gleam  shot  from  the  baron’s  eyes,  as  he 
turned  them  on  the  audacious  offender  who  dared 
to  remind  him  that  his  own  marriage  had  been  one 
of  calculation. 

“ T must  beg  of  you,  in  my  presence,  to  give  the 
Baroness  von  Harder  her  fitting  title,”  said  he,  in  his 
sharpest  tone.  “As  to  the  disinterestedness  of  your 
affection,  were  you  unaware  of  the  fact  that  my 
niece  is  generally  looked  upon  as  my  heiress?” 

“No;  but  I supposed  that  any  dispositions  to  that 
effect  would  be  reversed  in  the  event  of  the  young 
baroness  marrying  without  her  guardian’s  consent.” 

“ The  supposition  was  correct.  And  you  are 
really  selfish  enough  to  rob  the  girl  you  profess  to 
love  of  all  the  advantages  bestowed  on  her  by  birth 
and  fortune?  You  would  condemn  her  to  an  exis- 
tence which  would  be  nothing  but  one  long  series 
of  sacrifices?  A most  noble  and  disinterested  love, 
truly ! Fortunately,  Gabrielle  von  Harder  is  not  the 
heroine  required  for  such  an  idyl ; and  I will  take 
care  that  she  does  not  become  the  victim  of  a youth- 
ful error,  which  she  would  expiate  with  swift  and 
bitter  repentance.” 

George  was  silent.  That  was  the  sore  spot  with 
him.  He  had  often  felt,  as  the  baron  said,  that 
Gabrielle  was  the  last  woman  in  the  world  for  such 
abnegation  as  this  “ idyl”  demanded. 

“Let  us  make  an  end  of  this,”  said  Raven,  draw- 
ing himself  up,  and  waving  his  hand  imperiously. 
“I  cannot  concede  to  my  niece  a right  to  dis- 
pose of  her  future  without  my  knowledge  or  con- 
sent, and  I decline  to  enter  into  a discussion  re- 
specting wishes  aud  hopes,  which  are,  for  me, 
simply  non-existent.  Open  intercourse,  I,  naturally, 
prohibit  from  this  date.  You  will  give  me  your 
word  that  you  will  in  no  way  seek  to  communicate 
with  my  ward  in  secret !” 

“ Can  I be  allowed  once  more  to  see  and  speak  to 
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Baroness  von  Harder,  even  though  it  be  in  the  pres- 
ence of  her  mother?” 

“No.” 

“Then  I cannot  give  the  required  promise.” 

“ Reflect  well,  assessor.  Remember  who  it  is  you 
are  braving,”  warned  the  baron,  and  there  was  un- 
mistakable menace  in  his  tone. 

The  young  man’s  flne  clear  eyes  met  those  of  his 
chief  fearlessly,  yet  the  somber  fire  smoldering  in 
these  latter  was  of  a nature  to  make  him  pause  and 
reflect.  The  two  men  stood  face  to  face,  like 
wrestlers,  measuring  each  other’s  strength  before 
the  struggle.  The  younger,  calm  and  resolute ; the 
elder,  vibrating  in  every  nerve  with  terrible  agita- 
tion. 

“I  brave  only  a harsh  and  unjust  sentence,”  said 
George,  taking  up  the  last  words.  “Your  excel- 
lency decrees  our  separation,  and  we  must  yield  to 
the  sentence,  having  no  arms  wherewith  to  defend 
ourselves;  but  to  refuse  us  an  interview— the  last, 
probably,  for  years— is,  I repeat  it,  both  harsh  and 
unjust.  I do  not  know  how  Fraulein  von  Harder 
may  be  worked  upon,  in  what  manner  my  silence 
and  reserve  may  be  interpreted  to  her.  I must,  at 
least,  tell  her,  once  for  all,  that  I maintain  my  right 
to  her  hand,  and  that  I will  spare  no  exertion  to 
deserve  it.  This  I shall  attempt  to  say  by  letter  or 
by  word  of  mouth,  with  or  without  your  excellency’s 
leave.” 

He  bowed  and  retired,  not  waiting  for  the  usual 
signal  of  dismissal.  Raven  threw  himself  into  a 
chair.  The  interview  had  taken  an  unexpected 
course. 

He  was  accustomed  to  break  down  all  resistance 
by  the  sheer  might  of  his  imposing  word  and  pres- 
ence, but  on  this ' occasion  that  might  and  all  the 
prestige  of  his  exalted  station  had  been  summoned 
to  his  aid  in  vain.  He  had  succeeded  neither  in 
abashing  nor  in  intimidating  his  adversary ; in  more 
than  one  respect  he  must  acknowledge  him  as  his 
peer.  Gabrielle  had  bestowed  her  love  on  no  un- 
worthy object;  this  was  the  secret  trouble  which 
gnawed  at  the  man’s  heart,  as  he  lay  back  brood- 
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ing  in  his  chair.  He  would  have  given  much  really 
to  be  able  to  look  on  this  attachment  as  a piece  of 
youthful  folly,  and  to  tear  the  two  asunder  in  the 
name  of  reason  and  common  sense. 

That  most  beautiful  and  sacred  privilege  of  youth, 
a spontaneous,  soaring  passion,  heedless  of  hin- 
drances, and  oblivious  of  worldly  possibilities,  Arno 
Eaven  had  never  enjoyed  or  cared  to  enjoy.  He 
had  put  from  him  the  dream  of  love  and  happiness, 
while  love  and  happiness  were  the  just  appanage  of 
his  years ; his  ambitious  plans  left  him  no  time  to 
indulge  in  dreaming.  Now,  in  the  autumn  of  his 
life,  the  fair  vision  rose  before  him,  golden,  ethereal, 
spreading  about  him  its  soft,  delusive  shimmer,  tak- 
ing his  best  strength  captive,  until  he  suddenly 
awoke,  and  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  a 
stern,  cruel  reality.  Youth  yearns  after  youth, 
and  the  middle-aged  man,  at  the  very  zenith  of  his 
success  and  greatness,  looked  from  his  lonely 
height  on  the  waste  desolate  tract  around.  Per- 
haps in  this  hour  he  would  have  given  his  hardly- 
won  success  and  all  the  sweets  of  power  only  to  be 
young  again. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

A NEW  PATIENT. 

Dr.  Max  Brunnow  learned  from  his  friend’s  mouth 
the  sentence  of  banishment  passed  on  him  by  Coun- 
cilor Moser;  he  treated  the  whole  subject,  however, 
with  most  unbecoming  levity. 

“I  positively  should  have  gone  again,”  he  said, 
laughing.  “ That  excellent  old  gentleman,  with  his 
bureaucratic  majesty  of  demeanor  and  his  pro- 
digious cravat,  is  a sight  worth  seeing,  and  the  girl 
is  really  in  want  of  medical  advice ; I can  under- 
stand that  The  most  loyal  subject  of  his  most 
gracious  majesty’  should  banish  my  father’s  son 
from  the  precincts  of  his  home,  but  it  is  a pity  my 

practice  in  R should  be  thus  summarily  brought 

to  an  end.  It  promised  to  be,  if  not  remunerative, 
at  least  amusing.” 
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Another  case  soon  came  under  the  young  man’s 
notice,  which,  though  even  less  likely  to  be  lucra- 
tive, provided  in  an  unhoped-for  degree  the  “amuse- 
ment” here  so  ruthlessly  denied  him.  George  had 
begged  his  friend  to  visit  the  wife  of  a poor  law- 
writer  who  occasionally  copied  for  the  assessor,  and 
for  whom  the  latter  had  obtained  employment  in 
the  government  bureaux.  The  wife  had  long  been 
suffering  from  some  wasting  disease.  The  visits 
of  the  doctor  called  in  to  her  were  few  and  far 
between,  and  one  day  he  declared  with  a shrug 
of  the  shoulders  that  there  was  not  much  to  be 
done ; and  finally  ceased  his  visits  altogether,  the 
family  being  in  impoverished  circumstances  and 
quite  unable  to  pay  his  fees.  Max  at  once  responded 
to  his  friend’s  appeal,  and  went  next  day  to  the  cot- 
tage indicated  to  him  as  the  patient’s  dwelling, which 
was  situated  in  the  suburb  lying  at  the  foot  of  the 
Castle-hill. 

A little  girl  about  ten  years  of  age  opened  the 
door,  and  admitted  the  young  surgeon  to  a scantily- 
furnished  room.  Max  was  going  straight  up  to  the 
invalid  when  he  paused  suddenly,  seeing  at  her 
side  a young  lady  with  pale  cheeks  and  smoothly- 
braided  hair,  attired  in  a dark,  nun-like  dress.  She 
was  reading  aloud  from  a volume  she  held  in  her 
hand,  its  gilt  edges  and  the  cross  on  the  cover  un- 
mistakably denoting  a prayer-book.  The  young 
lady  was  Councilor  Moser’s  daughter.  She  ceased 
reading,  and  rose  in  some  confusion  on  recognizing 
the  new-comer. 

“Good-morning,  fraulein,”  said  Max,  quietly. 
“Excuse  my  disturbing  you,  but  mine  is  a doctor’s 
errand  to  an  invalid,  and  this  time  I really  am  the 
person  expected,  and  no  mistake.” 

The  young  girl  crimsoned  to  the  temples,  and  drew 
back.  She  made  no  reply.  Dr.  Brunnow  now  intro- 
duced himself  to  the  sick  woman,  who  was  prepared 
for  his  visit.  He  began  at  once  to  question  her  as 
to  her  symptoms,  in  order  to  ascertain  the  precise 
stage  the  malady  had  reached.  He  went  to  work 
in  no  specially  mild  or  considerate  manner,  not  at- 
tempting consolation,  or  even  giving  any  decided 
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hope  or  encouragement;  but  his  brief,  clear  re- 
marks, and  prompt,  definite  instructions,  inspired 
confidence,  and  produced  on  his  patient  a remark- 
ably soothing  elfect. 

Meanwhile  Agnes  Moser  remained  in  the  back- 
ground, busying  herself  with  the  children.  But  if 
Agnes  thought  so  to  escape  further  intercourse  with 
Dr.  Brunnow,  she  was  mistaken.  With  a few  brief 
parting  words  he  enjoined  strict  attention  to  his  in- 
structions, promised  to  return  the  following  day, 
and  then,  with  the  utmost  coolness  and  easy  seren- 
ity, followed  the  girl  as  she  went  out. 

“ So  I am  not  to  look  on  you  as  my  patient  any 
longer,  fraulein?”  he  began,  as  soon  as  they  were 
out  of  doors.  “Your  father  seems  to  attribute  to  me 
all  the  blame  of  a misunderstanding  for  which  I 
really  was  not  responsible.  He  had  me  informed 
in  the  most  unequivocal  terms  that  he  did  not  desire 
a renewal  of  my  visit.” 

Agnes  cast  down  her  eyes  in  painful  embarrass- 
ment. “ I beg  your  pardon.  Dr.  Brunnow,  the  fault 
was  mine  alone.  Pray  believe  that  it  is  no  lack  of 
confidence  in  your  professional  skill  which  induces 
my  father  to  decline  your  advice.  There  are,  I be- 
lieve, other  grounds ” 

“Political  grounds!”  interrupted  Max,  with  undis- 
guised irony.  “ Councilor  Moser  detests  the  revolu- 
tionary name  I bear;  he  insists  upon  seeing  in  me  a 
socialist  and  a demagogue.  Far  be  it  from  me  to 
impose  my  counsels  on  him  or  on  you,  but  I should 
like  to  ask  the  fate  of  my  prescription.  You  made 
no  use  of  it,  I suppose.” 

“Oh,  yes,”  replied  Agnes,  in  a low  voice.  “I  took 
the  medicine.” 

“With  any  good  result?” 

“Yes.  I feel  better  since  I began  it.” 

“1  am  glad  to  hear  that.  But  how  does  my 
worthy  colleague,  who  is  now  treating  you,  ap- 
prove of  your  taking  another  doctor’s  advice?” 

“No  one  is  treating  me  just  at  present,”  con- 
fessed the  young  girl.  “Dr.  Helm,  who  was  origin- 
ally sent  for,  took  the  mistake  that  had  occurred  in 
very  jll  part.  I suppose  I was  rather  embarrassed 
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and  at  a loss  what  to  do  when  he  called,  for  he  with- 
drew at  once  on  finding  that  a prescription  had 
already  been  given,  and  he  received  the  excuses  my 
father  has  since  made  him  very  coolly  indeed.  As 
I felt  better  the  very  day  after  I began  your  medi- 
cine, I thought — well,  I have  just  gone  on  follow- 
ing your  instructions.” 

“Keep  to  that,”  said  Max,  dryly.  “There  can  be 
nothing  treasonable  in  a bottle  of  medicine.  The 
councilor  himself  must  admit  so  much.” 

They  had  now  reached  the  Castle-hill,  and  Agnes 
stopped,  confidently  expecting  that  her  companion 
would  here  leave  her;  but  he  merely  remarked: 
“You  are  going  through  the  Castle-hill  gardens,  I 
suppose.  That  is  my  way,  too,”  and  remained  by 
her  side,  looking  as  though  it  were  the  most  simple 
and  natural  thing  in  the  world  for  him  to  bear  her 
company. 

The  young  girl  glanced  timidly  and  anxiously  up 
at  him.  Her  shyness  would  not  allow  her  to  de- 
cline his  escort,  so  she  resigned  herself  to  the  inevit- 
able, and  they  walked  on  together. 

“As  regards  my  present  patient,”  the  young  sur- 
geon recommenced ; “ her  condition  is  precarious 
no  doubt,  but  not  altogether  hopeless.  Perhaps  we 
may  yet  be  able  to  preserve  her  to  her  family. 
From  the  poor  woman’s  expressions,  I gather  that 
you  have  already  made  her  frequent  visits.” 

“We  heard  of  the  family’s  distressed  circum- 
stances,” answered  Agnes.  “The  husband  oc- 
casionally does  some  work  for  the  chancellery,  and 
my  father  knows  him  to  be  industrious  and  deserv- 
ing; so  I determined  I would  go  and  see  the  invalid, 
to  give  her,  at  least,  some  spiritual  consolation.” 

“ Spiritual  consolation  is  quite  superfluous  at  pres- 
ent,” said  Max.  in  his  rough  way.  “Strong  beef- 
tea  and  nourishing  wine  would  be  of  a great  deal 
more  use.” 

Fraulein  Agnes  seemed  to  execute  one  of  those 
rapid  retreats  which  at  their  first  meeting  had 
marked  her  horror  of  his  impious  speeches ; but  on 
this  occasion  she  thought  better  of  it,  and  held  her 
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ground.  There  was  even  a spice  of  sharpness  in 
her  gentle  low-toned  voice,  as  she  answered : 

“ I have  provided  for  such  wants  as  well,  and 
will  continue  to  do  so  to  the  extent  of  my  ability ; 
but  it  seemed  to  me  urgently  necessary  that  this 
sick  woman  should  be  prepared  for  the  heaven 
which  may  shortly  open  its  gates  to  her.” 

“ Rather  a singular  occupation  for  a young  lady 
of  your  years,”  remarked  Max.  “At  your  age  it  is ; 
usual  to  prefer  the  things  of  this  world,  and  to  leave  j 
heavenly  joys  to  take  care  of  themselves.” 

Agnes  was  evidently  offended  at  his  jesting  man- 
ner. Her  accustomed  gentleness  forsook  her  for  a 
moment,  and  she  answered  in  rather  an  angry  tone : 

“ I have  already  renounced  the  world,  and  such 
pious  offices  are  only  a preparation  for  my  future 
vocation.  In  a few  months  I am  to  take  the  vail.” 

Max  stopped  abruptly,  and  looked  at  her  in 
amazement. 

“My  dear  young  lady,  this  won’t  do  at  all!”  he 
cried,  suddenly. 

“ Dr.  Brunnow,  I must  beg  of  you ” interrupted 

the  young  girl,  warningly ; but  Dr.  Brunnow  was 
not  deterred  by  this  protest  against  his  unwarrant- 
able interference. 

“I  tell  you  this  won’t  do  at  all,”he  repeated,  de- 
cidedly. “You  are  in  ill  health,  of  a very  delicate 
constitution,  and  need  the  greatest  care  if  you  wish 
to  get  permanently  cured.  Cloister-life,  with  its 
severe  regulations,  its  retirement,  and  all  the  fatigue 
and  excitement  of  prayer  and  penance  which  make 
up  its  daily  routine,  is  utterly  unsuited  to  a person 
of  your  temperament.  The  result  to  you  would 
infallibly  be  a pulmonary  complaint — consumption 
—death!” 

The  young  doctor  delivered  this  speech  with 
oracular  solemnity,  as  though  he  in  person  would 
be  called  on  to  ward  off  the  threatened  fate,  and  his 
words  did  not  fail  in  their  effect.  Agnes  looked  at 
him  with  a scared  expression  of  countenance ; then 
she  bowed  her  head  resignedly,  and  said  in  an 
almost  inaudible  voice : 

“I  did  not  think  my  illness  was  so  serious.” 
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“It  is  not  serious,  if  you  will  lead  a sensible  and 
natural  life,”  said  Max,  quite  wrathfully;  “but  con- 
vent life  is  the  climax  of  all  that  is  unnatural  and 
absurd,  and  you  would  assuredly  fall  a victim  to  it 
before  many  years  were  over.” 

Agnes  considered  whether  it  would  not  become 
her  speedily  and  at  once  to  fly  from  this  doctor, 
whose  impiety  was  becoming  more  and  more  mani- 
fest; but  she  determined  to  cast  one  last  searching 
glance  into  the  depths  of  his  depravity  before  going, 
so  she  asked  in  her  turn : 

“You  hate  all  monasteries  and  convents?” 

“ It  is  my  vocation  to  combat  all  the  plagues  and 
ills  that  afflict  suffering  humanity,”  replied  the 
young  surgeon,  with  malicious  sincerity. 

“And  you  hate  religion  as  well?” 

“Well,  that  depends  upon  what  you  call  by  that 
name.  Convents  and  religion  are  very  different 
things,  you  know.” 

This  was  too  much  for  the  nun-elect.  She 
hastened  her  steps,  in  order  to  escape  from  so  dan- 
gerous a neighborhood ; but  she  gained  nothing  by 
this  strategy.  Max  immediately  fell  into  her  pace, 
and  they  continued  side  by  side  as  before. 

“You  are  of  a contrary  opinion  of  course,”  he  ' 
went  on,  no  reply  from  her  being  forthcoming; 

“ but  you  have  been  brought  up  in  a different  way 
of  thinking,  and  amid  different  surroundings  from 
those  to  which  I am  accustomed.  As  for  me,  I 

should  like  to  see  all  convents ” 

“Swept  from  the  face  of  the  earth?”  put  in  the 
young  girl,  in  a tremulous  voice. 

“Hot  exactly  that,”  said  practical  Max.  “It 
would  be  a pity  to  demolish  so  many  handsome 
buildings,  and  their  inhabitants  might  be  turned  to 
some  useful  account.  The  nuns,  for  instance,  one 
might  marry  off.” 

“Marrv  off  the  nuns!”  repeated  Agnes,  staring  at 
the  speaker  in  petrified  horror  and  amazement. 

“Yes;  why  not?”  he  asked,  with  perfect  equa- 
nimity. “I  don’t  suppose  there  would  be  much 
chance  of  opposition  on  their  part.  It  really  would 
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be  a capital  thing  to  oblige  all  the  nuns  to  enter  into 
matrimony.” 

Agnes  must  have  felt  some  vague  fear  that  the 
fate  with  which  her  future  sisters  in  the  faith  were 
menaced  might  suddenly  overtake  herself,  for  now 
she  fairly  began  to  run — in  vain,  for  Max  ran  also. 

“The  notion  is  not  so  dreadful  as  you  fancy. 
Every  sensible  person  gets  married,  and  the  great 
majority  find  it  answers.  It  is  really  unpardonable 
to  instill  into  a young  girl’s  mind  such  a horror  of 
things  which  come  as  a matter  of  course,  and 

which Yes,  fraulein,  we  must  stop  a minute 

now  and  rest.  I have  no  breath  left.  Thank  Heaven, 
your  lungs  are  still  as  sound  as  a bell,  or  they  could 
not  have  stood  that  rapid  charge.” 

Agnes  stopped  likewise,  for  she  too  was  panting 
for  breath.  Her  cheeks,  usually  so  pale,  were  rosy 
now  with  the  exertion,  and  the  bright  color  suited 
the  delicate  little  face  most  admirably.  Dr.  Brun- 
now  perceived  this,  but  it  did  not  tend  to  soften  his 
mood.  On  the  contrary,  he  frowned  reprovingly  as 
he  caught  the  girl’s  wrist,  and  proceeded  to  feel  her 
pulse. 

“Why  heat  yourself  in  this  most  unnecessary 
.manner?  I told  you  you  were  to  be  careful  and  to 
avoid  fatigue.  Will  you  follow  this  out  scrupu- 
lously  ?” 

“Yes,”  whispered  Agnes,  altogether  intimidated  by 
the  tone  of  command  assumed  by  the  young  doctor, 
who,  despite  her  father’s  august  prohibition,  still 
played  the  part  of  family  physician,  and  who  held 
her  little  hand  so  firmly  in  his  while  speaking. 

“I  shall  depend  on  your  promise.  As  to  my 
patient  down  yonder,  we  can  share  the  treatment 
between  us.  Prepare  the  woman  for  the  next  world 
by  all  means,  if  you  wish.  I will  do  what  1 can  to 
keep  her  in  this  as  long  as  possible,  and  I think  her 
husband  and  children  will  be  grateful  to  me  for  it. 

I wish  you  good-morning,  fraulein.” 

With  that  he  took  off  his  hat,  bowed,  and,  turn- 
ing, struck  off  into  the  road  which  led  to  the  town, 
while  Agnes  pursued  her  way  home.  Obedient  to 
the  command  laid  upon  her,  she  walked  slowly,  at 
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the  regulation  pace ; but,  inwardly,  her  spirit  re- 
volted against  * this  Dr.  Brunnow.  The  councilor 
had  related  to  his  daughter  the  story  of  Brunnow's 
father’s  crimes,  painting  them  in  the  blackest  colors. 
She  was  altogether  of  his  opinion  that  both  Brun- 
nows,  father  and  son,  were  to  be  held  in  abhorrence ; 
at  the  same  time,  she  resolved  to  pay  a visit  to  the 
sick  woman  on  the  morrow.  It  was  obviously  her 
duty  to  counteract,  so  far  as  in  her  lay,  the  in- 
fluence of  this  doctor,  who  might,  possibly,  cure  his 
patients,  restoring  them  to  bodily  health,  but  who, 
while  so  doing,  endangered  their  soul’s  salvation 
by  declaring  all  spiritual  consolation  to  be  quite 
“ superfluous.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

GABEIELLE  DEFENDS  HER  POSITION. 

Baroness  von  Harder  and  the  governor  were  closet- 
ed in  solemn  conclave.  In  the  course  of  their  inter- 
view Raven  had  made  his  sister-in-law  fully  aware 
of  the  relations  existing  between  Gabrielle  and  As- 
sessor Winterfeld,  and  the  baroness  was  almost  be- 
side herself  with  anger  and  indignation  on  hearing 
the  news.  She  had  really  not  had  the  slightest  sus- 
picion of  how  matters  stood.  It  had  never  occurred 
to  her  that  the  young  plebeian,  fortuneless  assessor 
could  raise  his  eyes  to  her  daughter,  much  less  that 
the  girl  could  encourage  so  unsuitable  an  affection. 

Raven  listened  some  time  in  somber  silence,  but 
at  length  he  cut  short  the  exasperated  lady’s  flow 
of  words. 

“ Enough  of  these  lamentations,  Matilda.  They 
will  not  alter  the  past  by  one  jot. You,  of  all  people, 
have  the  least  right  to  lose  your  temper  over  this 
business,  for  the  mischief  occurred  under  your  very 
eyes.  The  fact  that  it  went  so  far  as  a declaration, 
that  the  two  ever  came  to  an  understanding,  argues 
a most  unpardonable  negligence  on  your  part. 
Some  steps  must  now  be  taken  in  the  matter,  and 
this  is  the  point  I wish  to  discuss  with  you.” 

“ Ah,  what  a comfort  it  is  that  I have  you  at  my 
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side!”  cried  the  baroness,  who,  on  principle  and 
constantly,  ignored  her  brother-in-law’s  attacks  on 
herself.  “ I know  that  I have  always  e:iven  way  too 
much  to  Gabrielle,  and  now  she  thinks  she  may  be- 
have toward  me  as  she  likes.  You,  fortunately,  have 
more  authority  over  her.  Act  with  firmness  and 
severity,  Arno.  I myself  implore  it  of  you.  Bounds 
must  be  set  to  the  insolence  of  that  young  man ; his 
pretensions  must  be  checked.  I will  endeavor  to 
make  my  daughter  understand  how  completely  she 
has  forgotten  herself  and  her  station  in  life  in  lis- 
tening to  such  proposals.” 

“ There  must  be  no  reproaches,”  said  the  baron, 
decidedly.  “ Gabrielle  has  already  heard  from  me 
the  view  you  and  I take  of  the  matter.  Remon- 
strance and  worry  will  only  drive  her  to  more  and 
more  determined  resistance.  Besides,  this  attach- 
ment of  hers  is  not  so  absurd,  nor  the  young  man  so 
wholly  insignificant,  as  you  suppose.  On  the  con- 
trary, I consider  that  the  affair  is  very  serious,  and 
calls  for  immediate  and  energetic  action.  I hope  it 
may  yet  be  time  for  this  to  avail.” 

“Oh,  that  it  certainly  will — certainly!”  chimed  in 
Madame  von  Harder.  “It  is  impossible  that  my 
childish,  volatile  Gabrielle  should  be  so  deeply,  so 
seriously  attached.  She  will  come  to  her  senses  by- 
and-by,  and  will  see  how  foolishly  she  has  acted.” 

“ I hope  so,”  said  Raven ; “ and  to  bring  this  about, 
I have  already  taken  measures  to  prevent  any 
meeting  between  the  two  in  future.  It  is  for  you  to 
see  that  there  is  no  interchange  of  letters,  and  I am 
persuaded,  Matilda,  that  you  will  know  how  to 
withstand  such  prayers  and  tears  as  may  be  used  to 
soften  you,  and  that  you  will  be  guided  solely  by  a 
regard  for  your  daughter’  sfuture.  I am  not  inclined 
to  reward  an  open  opposition  to  my  wishes  by 
making  a will  in  her  favor,  still  less  am  I disposed 
to  help  Mr.  Winterfeld  to  wealth  and  distinction  by 
means  of  my  fortune.  Gabrielle  is  far  too  young 
and  inexperienced  to  take  such  consideration  into 
proper  account.  All  the  circumstances  of  the  case 
are  clearly  before  you,  however,  and  therefore  I feel 
sure  of  your  co-operation.” 
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The  baron  was  pursuing  the  wisest  of  tactics  in 
pronouncing  this  most  unequivocal  threat.  He  was 
fully  aware  of  Gabrielle’s  unlimited  power  over  her 
mother,  and  of  that  lady’s  feebleness  of  character. 
The  baroness  had  turned  quite  pale  at  the  bare  men- 
tion of  an}^  possible  alteration  in  the  will. 

“ I shall  fulfill  my  duty  as  a mother  to  the  utter- 
most point,”  she  said,  solemnly.  “Rest  assured 
that  I shall  not  allow  myself  to  be  deceived  a second 
time.” 

The  baron  stood  up. 

“And  now  I wish  to  see  Gabrielle.  She  has  kept 
her  room  since  yesterday  on  the  plea  of  illness,  but 
I know  that  is  only  a pretext  to  avoid  me.  Tell  her 
that  I am  waiting  for  her  here.” 

The  baroness  complied  with  her  brother-in-law’s 
request.  She  went,  and  a few  minutes  later  re- 
turned in  her  daughter’s  company. 

“May  I ask  you  to  leave  us  for  a short  time, 
Matilda?”  said  Kaven. 

“You  wish ” 

“I  wish  you  to  leave  me  and  Gabrielle  alone  for 
a quarter  of  an  hour.” 

The  baroness  was  hardly  able  to  conceal  her  mor- 
tification. Beyond  all  doubt  she  had  the  first  and 
best  right  to  be  present  at  the  coming  scene  between 
judge  and  culprit,  and  yet  the  baron,  with  that 
uttej*  disregard  for  her  feelings  which  he  always 
had  shown,  now  sent  her  away,  and  reserved  to  him- 
self alone  the  important  decision,  disrespectfully 
ignoring  her  maternal  claims. 

The  baron  remained  alone  with  Gabrielle.  She 
lingered  at  the  farther  end  of  the  room,  and  he 
waited  in  vain  for  her  to  approach. 

“Gabrielle!” 

She  advanced  now  a few  steps,  but  stopped  in  evi- 
dent timidity  and  distrust.  Raven  went  up  to  her. 

“Are  you  afraid  of  me?”  he  asked. 

She  shook  her  head  negatively. 

“Then  why  do  you  shrink  from  me?  Why  are 
you  so  shy  and  silent?  Have  I really  been  so  harsh 
to  you  that  you  wish  to  avoid  me?” 
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‘‘I  have  really  been  unwell,”  replied  Gabrielle,  in 
a low  voice. 

The  baron  scanned  the  youthful  countenance  be- 
fore him,  which  was,  indeed,  far  less  rosy  and  fresh 
than  usual.  A shadow  lay  on  it,  a trace  of  some  lurk- 
ing trouble  or  anxiety  very  foreign  to  the  wonted 
expression  of  that  bright,  sunny  face. 

Raven  took  the  young  girl’s  hand.  He  felt  that 
it  trembled  and  sought  to  disengage  itself  from  his 
grasp  but  he  held  it  notwithstanding,  held  it  firmly, 
yet  without  any  friendly  pressure,  and  his  voice 
was  cold  and  quiet  as  he  spoke.  “ I know  what 
alarmed  you  at  our  last  interview.  Dissimulation 
would  be  useless,  I feel ; but  you  have  nothing  more 
to  fear — it  is  over  already.  I required  from  you 
the  sacrifice  of  a youthful  inclination,  and  I must, 
first  of  all,  show  you  by  example  how  such  senti- 
ments many  be  overcome.  I have  been  tempted 
occasionally  to  lose  sight  of  the  difference  existing 
between  your  years  and  mine.  You  have  recalled 
to  me  in  time  that  youth  willingly  consorts  with 
youth  alone,  and  I thank  you  for  the  reminder. 
Forget  that  which  was  revealed  to  you  in  an  un- 
guarded moment.  Nothing  shall  occur  to  alarm 
you  again.  I have  fought  down  graver  and  deeper 
troubles,  and  I am  accustomed  to  subordinate  my 
feelings  to  my  will.  The  dream  is  over,  for  I have 
determined  that  it  must  be.” 

As  he  spoke,  Gabrielle  had  raised  her  eyes  to  his 
face,  and  they  still  dwelt  there,  full  of  mild,  doubt- 
ing inquiry,  but  she  made  no  answer.  Her  hand 
slid  unresistingly  to  her  side  as  he  released  it. 

“And  now  take  confidence  in  me  again,  child,” 
continued  Raven.  “ If  I am  severe  to  you  in  this 
matter  of  your  love,  believe  that  I am  moved  only 
by  a sense  of  my  duty  as  a guardian  responsible 
for  the  welfare  of  an  inexperienced  young  girl  com- 
mitted to  his  charge.  Will  you  promise  this?” 

“Yes,  Uncle  Arno.”  Lingeringly,  and  with  an 
accent  of  strange  constraint,  the  name  came  from 
the  young  girl’s  lips.  The  old  freedom  and  self- 
possession  with  which  she  had  hitherto  approached 
her  “Uncle  Arno”  was  gone,  never  to  return. 
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“ I have  spoken  to  Assessor  Winterf eld,”  Raven 
began  again ; “ and  have  made  known  to  him  that 
I refuse,  in  the  most  decided  manner,  my  consent  to 
your  engagement.  This  decision  is  irrevocable, 
for  I know  that  such  a union  would  after  the  first 
fleeting  illusions  were  dissipated,  be  productive  of 
much  care  and  bitter  regret  to  you,  and  for  your 
sake  I must  and  will  prevent  it,  You  have  been 
brought  up  with  aristocratic  notions,  and  with 
habits  suitable  to  your  rank ; you  are  accustomed  to 
wealth  and  luxury,  and  will  never  feel  at  home  in 
another  sphere.  At  the  best,  Winterf  eld  could  only 
offer  you  the  most  simple  domestic  life  and  very 
moderate  means.  You  are  not  equal  to  such  hero- 
ism; to  endure  it  you  would  need  to  transform  your 
whole  nature ; and  I have  let  the  assessor  feel  what 
egotism  he  would  be  guilty  of,  were  he  to  require 
such  sacrifices  from  you.” 

“ He  only  asks  me  to  endure  them  for  a few  years,” 
interposed  Gabrielle.  “George  Winterf  eld  is  but 
at  the  beginning  of  his  career.  He  will  work  his 
way  up,  as  you  yourself  have  done.” 

Raven  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“ It  may  be,  or  it  may  not.  He  certainly  is  not 
one  of  those  men  who  take  fortune  by  storm ; he 
will,  at  best,  conquer,  win  success  by  persistent 
quiet  labor.  But  for  this  long  years  are  needed, 
and  above  all,  he  must  be  free,  independent,  as  he 
is  at  present.  Family  cares,  and  the  thousand  ties 
and  considerations  with  which  they  shackle  a man, 
would  leave  him  no  space  for  the  development  of 
his  talents  and  of  his  ambitious  projects.  I must 
save  you  from  a practical  experience  of  that  most 
painful  of  ideals— love  in  a cottage.” 

A tear  glistened  in  Gabrielle’s  eye  as  her  guar- 
dian thus,  with  steady,  unsparing  hand,  drew  the 
picture  of  her  future  lot;  but  she  defended  her 
position  courageously. 

“You  have  no  faith  left  in  any  ideal,”  said  she. 
“ You  told  me  yourself  that  you  looked  on  this  world, 
and  all  men  in  it,  with  contempt.  We  still  believe 
in  love  and  happiness,  and  therefore  they  may  be  in 
store  for  us.  George  never  thought  of  proposing  to 
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me  to  marry  him  at  once.  He  knows  that  is  impossi- 
ble ; but  in  four  years  I shall  be  of  age,  and  he  will 
have  attained  to  a higher  position.  Then  I shall  be 
his  wife,  and  no  one  will  have  the  right  to  separate 
us,  nobody  in  the  world.” 

She  spoke  rapidly,  and  with  a hurried,  passionate 
intensity  very  new  to  her ; but  the  old  obstinate  de- 
fiance had  died  out  of  her  voice. 

A bitter  smile  played  about  Raven’s  lips. 

“You  appear  to  have  most  precise  knowledge  as 
to  the  extent  of  my  authority,”  he  replied.  “ It  has, 
no  doubt,  been  sufficiently  explained  to  you — we 
study  law  to  some  purpose!  Well,  let  the  matter 
stand  over  until  you  come  of  age.  If  you  then 
repeat  to  me  the  words  you  have  spoken  to-day,  I 
shall  make  no  further  attempt  to  stop  you,  though 
from  that  day  forth  our  roads  will  lie  apart.  I shall 
not  refuse  to  sanction  any  equal  match — that  is  what 
I wished  to  say  to  you.” 

He  spoke  gravely  and  quietly.  There  was  no  un- 
steadiness in  his  voice,  not  the  slightest  quiver  about 
his  lips,  to  betray  how  much  the  engagement  cost 
him.  He  had  determined  that  the  dream  should  be 
over,  and  Arno  Raven  looked  a man  strong  enough 
to  make  good  his  word. 

He  opened  the  door  of  the  adjoining  room,  where 
the  baroness  was  sitting.  That  lady,  to  her  great 
vexation,  had  been  unable  to  catch  a word  of  the 
interview,  owing  to  the  thickness  of  the  portieres, 
which  effectually  stifled  every  sound. 

“We  have  done,  Matilda,”  said  the  baron.  “I 
now  give  over  your  daughter  to  your  charge ; but, 
once  again,  no  reproaches — I will  not  have  them. 
Good-morning,  Gabrielie.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

DK.  BRUNNOW,  JR,,  TO  BE  CONVERTED. 

“How  I really  am  beginning  to  lose  patience,” 
said  Max  Brunnow,  coming  in  to  his  friend’s  rooms. 
“ I think  the  whole  world  has  tai?:en  up  Councilor 
Moser’s  notion  that  I must  necessarily  be  a danger- 
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ous  character,  because  I bear  the  name  of  Brunnow. 

I am  regarded  on  all  sides  with  suspicion,  or  with 
most  respectful  attention,  according  to  the  party 
feeling  of  those  present.  There  is,  I grieve  to  say, 
no  possibility  of  convincing  these  good  people  that 
I am  a peaceful  follower  of  the  healing  art,  that  I 
have  no  thought  of  stirring  up  revolutions  or  upset- 
ting governments ; but  am,  on  the  contrary,  largely 
endowed  with  all  the  qualities  which  go  to  the 
making  up  of  a good  citizen.  No  one  will  credit  this 
and,  by  an  evil  chance,  here  I find  myself,  with  my 
ominous  family  name,  transported  into  the  midst 

of  this  agitated,  highly-wrought  city  of  R , 

which  is  constantly  making  convulsive  attempts 
to  shake  off  its  governor,  and  generally  conducting 
itself  in  the  most  outrageously  restive  manner. 
His  excellency,  however,  sits  firm  in  the  saddle,  and 
at  every  plunge  of  the  rebellious  steed  drives  his 
spurs  more  deeply  into  its  flanks.  He  is  a match 
for  all  of  you.” 

Winterfeld  sat  leaning  back  in  the  sofa  corner. 
Quite  contrary  to  his  wont,  he  welcomed  his  friend 
neither  by  word  or  gesture.  He  hardly  listened  to 
his  speech,  but  said  now,  in  a low,  dull  voice : 

“ I am  glad  you  have  come.  Max.  I "was  just 
thinking  of  going  over  to  you  to  tell  you  a piece  of 
news.” 

Max  became  attentive. 

“ What  is  the  matter?  Has  anything  disagreeable 
happened  to  you?” 

“Yes.  I am  leaving  R , probably  for  good.” 

“ Leaving  R ? The  duse ! What  is  the  mean- 

ing of  this?  Do  you  wish  to  go?” 

“ I do’  not  wish,  I am  obliged.  I have  this  morn- 
ing received  information  that  I am  transferred  to 
the  capital,  to  the  Ministry  of  the  Interior.” 

“To  the  ministry?”  repeated  Max.  “Does  that 
mean  promotion,  or ” 

“No;  it  is  a stroke  of  policy  on  the  part  of  the 
governor,”  broke  out  George,  bitterly.  “lam  to 
be  sent  out  of  Gabrielle’s  way ; any  future  meeting 
between  us  is  to  be  made  impossible.  Raven  gave 
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me  notice  that  he  should  use  his  power  unsparingly. 
He  has  lost  no  time  in  keeping  his  word.” 

‘‘You  believe  that  this  transfer  originated  with 
your  chief?”  asked  the  young  doctor,  who  was  as 
grave  as  his  friend  by  this  time. 

“It  is  his  work,  there  can  be  no  doubt  of  that. 
He  is  influential  enough  to  get  me  pushed  into  one 
of  the  vacancies  there,  particularly  if  it  is  done  un- 
der color  of  helping  forward  a striving  young 
official  whom  he  wishes  to  befriend.  I know  there 
has  never  been  any  question  of  my  removal 
hitherto.  In  a cool  business-like  manner,  he 
this  morning  announced  to  me  my  new  appoint- 
ment. He  even  added  a few  flattering  words  re- 
specting a report  drawn  up  by  me  which  had  been 
sent  in  to  headquarters,  and  which,  no  doubt, 
afforded  him  a pretext  to  bring  the  thing  about. 
It  is  looked  on  as  a special  distinction,  and  my 
colleagues  are  congratulating  me  on  the  brilliant 
prospects  opening  out  before  me  in  the  capital.” 

“They  are  right  there,”  remarked  Max,  who,  now 
that  the  first  surprise  was  over,  began,  as  usual,  to 
take  a practical  view  of  the  matter.  “Your  chief 
may  have  had  personal  motives  for  acting  as  he  has 
done,  but  he  has  not  rendered  you  such  a bad  ser- 
vice in  getting  you  introduced  to  the  ministry. 
That  is  the  stage  whereon  he  made  his  own  debut. 
What  should  hinder  you  from  emulating  his  bril- 
liant career?” 

“What  good  will  it  do  me?”  cried  George,  vehe- 
mently, springing  to  his  feet.  “What  good  will 
it  do  me  to  struggle  and  flght  and  work  my  way  up 
yonder,  while  here  I am  being  robbed  of  all  that 
gives  me  hope  in  the  future  and  makes  life  dear?  I 
know  that  I shall  lose  Gabrielle  if  she  remains  here 
for  years  exposed  to  all  the  hostile  influences  which 
are  arrayed  against  us.  A nature  such  as  hers  can- 
not hold  out  long  under  circumstances  so  cruelly 
adverse;  and  to  lose  her  is  more  than  I can  bear.” 

The  young  doctor  had  tranquilly  taken  p(5ssession 
of  the  sofa-corner,  and  was  contemplating  his  friend 
with  wonderment.  This  agitation  in  one  usually 
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SO  collected  and  sober-minded  was  a phenomenon 
he  apparently  could  not  understand. 

“You  are  half  distraught,  old  fellow,”  he  said. 
“ What  does  Fraulein  von  Harder  say  to  this  separa- 
tion? Has  she  been  informed  of  your  removal?” 

“ I do  not  know.  All  communication  is  cut  off 
between  us ; but,  before  I leave,  I must  see  and 
speak  to  her  again.  I must,  cost  what  it  may.  If  I 
can  find  no  other  means,  I will  go  straight  to  Baron- 
ess von  Harder  and  force  her  to  grant  me  a parting 
interview  with  my  betrothed.” 

Max  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“No  offense,  George,  but  that  is  an  insane  idea. 
The  baroness  is,  beyond  a doubt,  completely  under 
her  brother-in-law’s  influence,  and  you  are  not 
likely  to  obtain  anything  from  him  by  defiance. 
Let  us  consider  the  matter  calmly  and  rationally. 
In  the  first  place,  when  must  you  start?” 

“ In  the  course  of  a few  days.  They  have  taken 
good  care,  of  course,  to  appoint  me  to  a post  which 
must  be  filled  immediately.  It  is  absolutely  neces- 
sary that  I should  enter  on  my  functions  at  once.” 

“There  is  no  time  to  lose,  then.  By-the-by,  you 
were  at  Councilor  Moser’s  rooms  a little  while  ago, 
I think?” 

“Yes;  I took  him  over  some  deeds  I had  had  here 
at  home.” 

Max  reflected. 

“Very  well;  that  gives  you  a pretext  to  do  it  a 
second  time.  Take  the  thickest  blue-book  you  can 
hunt  up  in  your  chancellery,  if  you  like;  only 
mind  you  miss  the  august  councilor,  that  is  the 
main  point.” 

George,  who  had  been  pacing  uneasily  up  and 
down  the  room,  stopped  in  surprise. 

“What  can  you  possibly  mean?” 

“ A little  patience — I have  a most  superior  plan. 
Fraulein  Agnes  Moser  is  acquainted  with  the  young 
baroness — the  acquaintance  is  slight,  it  is  true ; the 
councilor  has  presented  his  daughter  to  the  ladies, 
and  the  two  girls  have  seen  and  spoken  to  each 
other  several  times.” 

“But  how  do  you  know  all  this?”  interrupted 
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George.  “You  have  only  seen  Fraulein  Moser 
once,  I believe,  on  the  occasion  of  your  celebrated 
visit.” 

“I  beg  your  pardon.  I see  and  speak  to  her 
almost  every  day  at  the  cottage  of  the  patient  I am 
now  treating  by  your  desire.  She  exerts  herself  for 
the  sick  woman’s  spiritual  welfare,  while  I devote 
my  efforts  to  her  bodily  cure.  This  division  of  labor 
works  admirably.” 

“ But  you  have  never  said  a syllable  to  me  about 
it.” 

“Why  should  I?  You  are  in  love,  and  people  in 
that  condition  lose  all  interest  in  rational  matters.” 

The  malicious  intent  of  this  speech  escaped 
George,  who  was  absorbed  by  the  prospect  of  meet- 
ing Gabrielle. 

“ And  you  think  this  young  girl,  who,  as  I hear, 
has  been  brought  up  in  a nunnery  on  the  strictest 
conventual  principles,  will  lend  herself  to  be  a go- 
between?”  he  asked. 

“ Ah,  it  will  be  a duse  of  a work  to  bring  her  to 
it,  no  doubt,”  answered  the  young  doctor,  reflec- 
tively; “but  never  mind,  I will  make  the  attempt. 
If  nothing  else  answers,  I will  allow  myself  to  be 
converted  in  due  form ; then  she  will  be  so  taken  up 
with  the  idea  of  saving  my  soul  and  fitting  me  for 
heaven,  that  she  will  consent  to  anything.  Be  it 
made  known  to  you,  therefore,  that  my  conversion 
is  imminent.” 

George  was  forced  to  smile,  in  spite  of  his  cares. 

“Poor  Max!”  he  said,  compassionately. 

“I  say,  George,”  said  Brunnow,  quite  gravely, 
“that  is  another  of  those  preconceived  notions  which 
people  adopt  without  knowing  why.  They  fancy 
the  process  of  conversion  must  necessarily  be  dis- 
mal and  tedious ; but,  I assure  you,  it  is  a mistake. 
Under  certain  circumstances  it  may  be  agreeable 
enough.  I tell  you  1 positively  feel  a void  when  I 
don’t  go  down  to  my  patient’s  house,  where  the 
proselytizing  business  is  carried  on.” 

“By  your  patient?” 

“Nonsense I By  Agnes  Moser.  Up  to  the  present 
time  she  has  considered  me  a hardened  reprobate, 
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and,  of  course,  she  abhors  me  in  consequence; 
nevertheless,  we  have  got  on  together  pretty  fairly. 
The  saintly  mildness,  for  instance,  which  nearly 
drove  me  wild  at  first,  has  almost  disappeared, 
thanks  to  my  treatment.  She  can  show  quite  a 
pretty  little  temper  of  her  own  now,  and  we  fre- 
quentl}’  quarrel  in  the  most  edifying  and  delightful 
manner.” 

George  turned  a scrutinizing  gaze  on  his  friend’s 
face. 

“Max,”  said  he,  abruptly,  “so  far  as  I am  aware. 
Councilor  Moser  has  no  private  fortune.” 

“What  in  the  world  has  that  to  do  with  me?” 

“Well,  I was  thinking  of  your  marriage  pro- 
gramme— ‘Clause  No.  I.— Money.’  ” 

Dr.  Brunnow  jumped  up  from  his  sofa-corner, 
and  stared  at  his  friend  in  astonishment. 

“ What  can  you  be  thinking  of?  Agnes  Moser  is 
going  to  be  a nun.” 

“ So  I have  heard ; and  a convent  education  would 
hardly  go  well  with  the  easy,  comfortable  sort  of 
life  you  hope  to  lead  after  marriage.  Over-refine- 
ment in  a wife  would  be  rather  in  your  way,  and 
as  to  the  practical  qualities  of  a housewife  and  the 
robust  health ” 

“ It  is  not  needful  that  I should  hear  all  this  from 
your  sage  lips.  I know  it  well  enough  without  be- 
ing told,”  broke  out  Max,  in  a rage.  “ Really,  I can- 
not understand  how  you  can  draw  inferences  so  un- 
founded. You  fancy  everybody  must  be  in  love, 
because  you  and  your  Gabrielle  are  romantically 
attached.  We  are  not  thinking  of  such  folly,  but 
that  is  the  reward  one  gets  for  trying  to  help  a 
friend  in  need.  The  purest  intentions  are  sus- 
pected. Agnes  Moser  and  I — ridiculous!” 

Winterfeld  had  some  trouble  in  smoothing  his 
friend’s  ruffled  feathers,  hut  succeeded  at  length. 
The  doctor  condescended  to  forget  the  absurd  sug- 
gestion which  had  affronted  him,  and  promised  his 
help  in  the  present  emergency.  Shortly  after  this 
he  went  away,  taking  his  accustomed  road  to  his 
patient’s  house. 

The  sick  woman  found  herself  in  excellent  ease, 
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thanks  to  the  zeal  with  which  she  was  tended  in 
two  distinct  ways.  Her  doctor’s  treatment  met 
with  a success  on  which  he  himself  had  hardly 
dared  to  count.  A most  decided  change  for  the  bet- 
ter had  taken  place  in  her  condition.  There  was 
good  reason  now  to  hope  for  her  complete  restora- 
tion to  health,  and  to-day  the  invalid  had  been  able 
to  enjoy  the  warm  sunshine,  sitting  for  half  an 
hour  in  the  little  garden  which  surrounded  the  cot- 
tage. 

In  this  small  inclosure  Dr.  Brunnow  and  Fraulein 
Moser  were  pacing,  very  amicably  as  it  appeared. 
A certain  intimacy  had  sprung  up  between  the  two 
during  the  few  weeks  of  their  acquaintance,  the 
unreserve  and  freedom*  from  constraint  which 
marked  their  intercourse  being  mainly  based  on  the 
conviction  entertained  by  both  that  neither  cared 
in  the  least  for  the  other.  Agnes,  indeed,  cherished 
a serious  intention  of  rescuing  the  young  surgeon 
from  the  slough  of  worldliness  and  unbelief  in 
which  he  was  plunged  and  the  more  unsuccessful 
her  efforts  to  that  end  appeared,  the  more  persis- 
tently did  she  renew  them.  That  there  might  be 
peril  for  herself  in  this  work  of  redemption,  never 
occurred  to  her. 

As  regarded  himself,  he  was  certainly  not  in 
love ; at  least,  the  indignation  with  which  he  had 
protested  against  such  a supposition  was  perfectly 
real  and  unfeigned.  His  marriage  programme,  as 
is  known,  contained  many  practical  clauses,  but  no 
allusion  to  the  .unpractical  sentimentality  of  love. 
As  Agnes  Moser  answered  to  this  programme 
neither  morally  nor  physically,  there  could,  of 
course,  be  no  question  of  any  inclination  toward  her 
on  his  part. 

The  young  doctor  had,  certainly,  signal  good  luck 
with  the  cases  under  his  treatment,  for  Agnes,  too, 
had  revived  wonderfully  in  the  course  of  the  last 
few  weeks,  an  improvement  evidently  to  be  attri- 
buted to  the  conscientious  manner  in  which  she  fol- 
lowed his  medical  advice.  A faint  tinge  of  pink 
colored  the  cheeks  that  were  so  pale  formerly,  her 
eye  was  brighter,  her  carriage  more  erect,  and  she 
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had  lost  much  of  her  excessive  timidity,  where  the 
doctor  was  concerned  at  least. 

To-day  the  young  lady  had  discoursed  long 
and  earnestly  to  her  companion,  striving  to 
make  clear  to  him  the  error  of  his  ways ; but  no 
traces  of  contrition  were  visible  on  the  sinner’s 
countenance;  it  beamed,  on  the  contrary,  with  an 
expression  of  content  such  as  these  theological  dis- 
quisitions invariably  produced  in  him. 

“Well,  now  I must  ask  you  to  lend  your  atten- 
tion for  a moment  to  the  things  of  this  earth,”  he 
said,  taking  advantage  of  a pause  in  the  lecture. 
“ But  the  matter  I am  about  to  consult  you  on  is  a 
secret  which  I must  rely  on  you  to  keep  discreetly, 
whether  you  grant  the  request  1 am  going  to  make 
to  you  or  not.” 

The  girl  opened  wide  eye^  of  astonishment  on 
hearing  this  solemn  preface.  She  promised  silence, 
however,  and  listened  eagerly  for  what  should  fol- 
low. 

“You  know  Fraulein  Gabrielle  von  Harder,”  went 
on  Max;  “and  my  friend.  Assessor  Winterfeld,  is 
not  quite  a stranger  to  you,  I believe.  I have  heard, 
indeed,  from  his  own  lips  that  he  has  had  the 
pleasure  of  calling  on  you  once  at  home.” 

“Yes,  I remember.  He  came  to  see  papa.” 

“Well,  the  young  Baroness  von  Harder  and  the 
assessor  are  in  love  with  each  other.” 

“In  love!”  repeated  Agnes,  with  mingled  surprise 
and  confusion.  The  subject  of  the  conversation 
seemed  to  her  to  verge  on  impropriety. 

“Head  over  ears  in  love,”  said  Max,  emphatically. 
“The  young  lady’s  guardian,  Baron  von  Raven,  and 
her  mother,  the  Baroness  von  Harder,  oppose  their 
marriage,  however,  on  the  grounds  that  George 
Winterfeld  can  offer  his  future  wife  neither  rank 
nor  fortune.  As  for  me,  I have  from  the  first  been 
the  guardian  angel  of  this  attachment.” 

“You,  doctor?”  asked  the  girl,  surveying  the 
“guardian  angel”  with  a look  eminently  critical. 

“You  think  there  is  nothing  very  angelic  about 
me?”  asked  Max,  in  his  turn. 

“I  think  that,  under  any  circumstances,  it  is  sin- 
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ful  to  cherish  an  affection  of  which  one’s  parents 
disapprove,”  was  the  somewhat  tart  reply. 

“You  don’t  understand  these  things,  fraulein,” 
observed  Max,  instructively.  “People  do  "not  think 
of  their  parents  when  they  fall  in  love,  and  the 
young  couple  in  this  case  have  right  on  their  side. 
What  is  to  be  done  when,  from  sheer  prejudice  and 
all  manner  of  external  considerations,  the  parents 
and  guardians  set  themselves  to  sunder  two  closely 
wedded  hearts?” 

“ There  is  but  one  course  for  them — to  submit  and 
obey,”  declared  Agnes,  with  a solemnity  which 
gave  her  for  a moment  a certain  resemblance  to 
her  father. 

“ Those  are  very  antiquated  notions,”  said  Max, 
impatiently.  “On  the  contrary,  they  must  rebel 
and  get  married  in  spite  of  everything.” 

Truly,  Fraulein  Agnes  had  made  a very  reih  ark- 
able  progress  during  the  last  few  weeks.  She  no 
longer  opposed  to  the  doctor’s  reprehensible  speeches 
a pained  and  resigned  silence.  Having  really,  as 
he  said,  developed  a very  fair  spirit  of  her  own,  she 
proceeded  to  make  use  of  her  new  acquisition,  and 
replied  with  some  asperity : 

“ That  is,  I do  not  doubt,  the  advice  you  have 
given  to  your  friend.” 

“Not  at  all.  I have  enough  to  do,  on  the  con- 
trary, to  keep  him  within  due  bounds.  Well,  to  be 

brief — Winterfeld  is  leaving  R in  a day  or  two, 

and  they  go  so  far  as  to  refuse  him  a parting  inter- 
view with  his  betrothed.  He  must  and  will  see  her 

once  more  to  bid  her  farewell.  Fraulein  Agnes ” 

the  speaker  here  made  a long  and  most  effective 
pause — “ it  is  an  elevating  thing  to  be  the  guardian 
angel  of  a pure,  true  love.  I ought  to  know.  I 
have  played  the  part  long  enough.” 

“What  is  it  you  really  mean,  doctor?”  asked  the 
girl,  some  faint  suspicion  dawning  within  her ; and 
she  began  to  walk  very  fast  as  she  spoke. 

“I  will  explain  to  you  what  I mean,”  said  Max, 
quickening  his  pace  to  suit  hers. 

Agnes  stopped.  She  knew  by  experience  that  it 
would  be  futile  to  run  away ; this  incorrigible  doctor 
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was  swift  of  foot,  and  could  keep  up  with  any  pace ; 
so  she  yielded  to  his  will  and  listened. 

“You  told  me  that  this  young  Baroness  von  Harder 
had  called  on  you  once,”  proceeded  Max.  “If  this 
were  to  occur  again,  and  if,  at  the  same  time.  As- 
sessor Winterfeld  were  accidentally  to ” 

“Without  Madame  von  Harder’s  knowledge?” 
exclaimed  Agnes,  indignantly.  “Never!” 

“ But  just  reflect  a moment ” 

“ Never.  It  would  be  wrong,  it  would  be  sinful. 
No  one  but  you  Would  ever  have  thought  of  such  a 
plan ; but  I will  not  be  your  accomplice,  that  I will 
not  I” 

Fraulein  Agnes  was  crimson  with  excitement  and 
indignation ; the  rebuking  glance  that  she  shot  at 
Dr.  Brunnow  was  so  keen  that  his  eyes  would  have 
quailed  before  it ; but  Max  was  a hardened  offender. 
He  looked  at  the  girl  with  unequivocal  satisfaction. 

“Just  see  the  little  vixen,”  he  said  to  himself.  “I 
knew  very  well  that  all  the  saintly  submission  and 
lamb-like  patience  were  only  learned  by  rote.  Get 
this  confounded  convent  and  its  teachings  once 
fairly  into  the  background,  and  a very  tolerable  little 
specimen  of  nature  comes  to  light.  I must  alter 
my  tactics.  So  you  will  not  consent?”  he  added 
aloud. 

“No!”  declared  Agnes,  in  a tone  which  conveyed 
twenty  protests. 

Max  put  on  a look  of  dejected  resignation. 

“Then  the  evil  must  take  its  course.  I have  tried, 
by  every  means  in  my  power,  to  keep  my  friend 
from  any  desperate  step,  and  I hoped,  by  your  help, 
I might  succeed  in  obtaining  for  -1^  i kt  least,  a 
farewell  meeting  with  his  betrothed.'^h^H  he  is  to  be 
robbed  of  this  last  consolation,  I will  not  answer  for 
the  consequences.  It  is  more  than  likely  he  will 
take  his  own  life.” 

“He  will  not  do  that,”  said  Agnes,  but  there  was 
a little  secret  uneasiness  in  her  tone. 

“ Unfortunately  I have  cause  to  dread  such  a 
catastrophe.*  As  for  Fraulein  von  Harder,  she  will, 
I fear,  not  survive  his  death.  The  grief  and  an- 
guish to  which  she  will  be  exposed  will  kill  her.” 
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“Can  people  really  die  of  grief ?”  asked  the  girl, 
who  by  this  time  had  grown  visibly  anxious. 

“I  have  seen  several  such  cases  in  the  course  of 
my  practice,”  declared  the  unscrupulous  doctor, 
falsely ; “ and  I have  no  doubt  that  a fresh  one  will 
now  be  added  to  the  list.  The  Baroness  and  Herr 
von  Raven  will  repent  of  their  harshness  when  it  is 
too  late,  and  you,  too,  fraulein,  you  will  regret  the 
decision  you  have  now  taken,  for  it  is  in  your 
power  to  preserve  two  breaking  hearts  from  de- 
spair.” 

Agnes  listened  with  deep  commiseration,  but  also 
with  ever  increasing  amazement.  She  had  not  be- 
lieved the  doctor  possessed  so  much  feeling. 

“And  I must  live  to  see  this  cruel  consummation !” 
he  said,  with  profound  melancholy.  “I,  who  had 
hoped  to  lead  my  friend  and  his  bride  to  the  altar!” 

“You  would  hardly  have  done  that,  I think,  in 
any  case,”  put  in  the  young  lady.  “You  told  me 
yourself  that  you  never  went  to  church.” 

“I  will  in  future,  if  only  this  misfortune  may  be 
averted,”  declared  Max.  “Besides,  weddings  are 
exceptions.” 

Fraulein  Agnes  pricked  up  her  ears  at  the  first 
part  of  this  speech.  She  was  far  too  zealous  in  the 
work  of  proselytizm  to  not  at  once  grasp  the  op- 
portunity thus  offered  her. 

“Do  you  mean  that  seriously?”  she  asked  hastily. 
“Will  you  really  go  to  church?” 

“ Will  you  grant  my  request,  and  for  one  short 
quarter  of  an  hour  take  on  yourself  the  role  of 
guardian  ^an  gel  ?” 

Agnes  dbl  l^^ated. 

“It  is  SuL^y  to-morrow,”  said  the  girl,  slowly. 
“ If  yoU' will  go  to  high  mass  in  the  cathedral ” 

“I  will  go  to  early  mass,”  put  in  Max,  who  had  a 
vague  idea  that  this  was  generally  the  shorter  cere- 
mony. 

“To  high  mass!”  said  Agnes,  dictatorially.  She 
had,  it  seemed,  taken  a lesson  from  the  doctor 
himself  ; this  was  just  the  tone  in  which  he  was  in 
the  habit  of  issuing  his  orders. 

Max  heaved  a deep  sigh. 


DU.  BUTIN  NOW,  JR.,  TO  BE  CONVERTED.  141 

“If  there  is  no  help  for  it — well,  Heaven's  will  be 
done — so  be  it!” 

This  pious  ejaculation  rejoiced  Agnes’  heart. 
She  now  felt  confident  that  the  sermon  would  fully 
accomplish  the  work  she  had  commenced ; that  the 
seeds  of  the  true  faith  would  be  planted  in  the  soil 
she  had  so  laboriously  tilled,  and  prepared  for  its 
reception;  and,  in  the  effervescence  of  her  joy  at 
the  prospect,  she  held  out  the  tips  of  her  fingers  to 
the  adversary,  who  had  now  become  her  ally. 

Of  this  overture  she,  however,  quickly  repented, 
for,  like  the  over-reaching  personage  of  the 
proverb.  Max  at  once  seized  the  whole  hand,  w^hich 
he  pressed  and  shook  in  the  heartiest  manner  pos- 
sible. 

Next  morning,  as  the  cathedral  bells  were  ring- 
ing, Councilor  Moser,  giving  his  arm  to  his  daugh- 
ter, walked  with  slow  and  stately  steps  down  to  the 
church,  there  to  take  his  accustomed  place.  The 
devout  old  gentleman’s  attention  was  of  course  ex- 
clusively given  to  the  sacred  ritual ; he  therefore 
did  not  notice  that  Agnes  instead  of  sitting  as  usual 
in  reverent  meditation  and  with  downcast  eyes, 
was  on  this  occasion  restless  and  disturbed,  glanc- 
ing around  half-anxiously,  half-expectantly,  as 
though  in  search  of  some  one.  She  had  not  long  to 
seek,  for,  but  a few  paces  from  her,  and  in  close 
vicinity  to  the  pulpit,  stood  Dr.  Brunnow,  also,  as 
it  seemed,  expectantly  on  the  watch. 

Two  pairs  of  eyes  seeking  each  other  so  persis- 
tently must  of  necessity  meet  ere  long.  When  this 
happened,  and  Max  saw  how  the  pale,  delicate  face 
lighted  up  with  joyful  surprise,  and  flushed  rosy- 
red  at  sight  of  him ; when  he  caught  the  earnest, 
grateful  look  of  those  dark  eyes,  which  had  never 
seemed  to  him  so  expressive  as  to-day,  he  thought 
neither  of  his  programme  nor  of  its  numerous 
clauses — he  thought  only  that  this  visit  to  church 
was  not  without  its  decided  gratifications;  and  he 
sat  down  with  a resolute  air  which  plainly  an- 
nounced his  intention  of  hearing  out  the  whole  ser- 
mon from  beginning  to  end. 

On  the  afternoon  of  that  same  Sunday  the  pro- 
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jected  interview  between  the  lovers  took  place. 
Chance  favored  it  in  an  unhoped-for  degree.  Coun- 
cilor Moser  had  accepted  a colleague’s  invitation, 
and  was  away  in  the  town.  Frau  Christine  had 
also  gone  out,  so  there  was  no  need  even  to  think 
of  a pretext.  A visit  from  Gabrielle  to  Agnes 
Moser,  and  Winterfeld’s  call  at  the  house  of  his 
superior,  who  was  unfortunately  from  home,  were 
occurrences  so  natural  that  the  coincidence  be- 
tween them  might  well  pass  for  accidental. 

“Forgive  me  for  having  recourse  to  these  means,” 
said  George,  hastily,  as  soon  as  he  found  himself 
alone  with  Gabrielle.  “ I really  had  no  alternative, 
and  I told  the  baron  plainly  that,  notwithstanding 
his  prohibition,  I should  make  an  attempt  to  see 
and^  speak  to  you  again.  I came  to  say  good-by, 
perhaps  for  years.” 

Gabrielle  turned  very  pale,  and  her  eyes  searched 
the  speaker’s  face  with  an  expression  of  alarm. 

“For  Heaven’s  sake,  tell  me — what  has  hap- 
pened?” 

“ There  has  been  no  action  on  my  part  that  need 
cause  you  uneasiness.  The  hand  which  so  inex- 
orably sunders  us  is  your  guardian’s.  He  yester- 
day announced  to  me  my  transferment  to  the  capi- 
tal, and  to  the  ministry,  our  headquarters.  You  see 
how  far  his  influence  reaches,  and  how  skillfully  he 
uses  it  in  order  to  part  us  two.” 

“No,  no;  you  must  not  go!”  cried  Gabrielle,  in 
great  distress,  clinging  to  him  as  though  for  protec- 
tion. “You  must  not  leave  me  now,  George.  Do 
not,  do  not  leave  me  alone  just  now!” 

“Why  not  now,  particularly?”  he  asked  in  sur- 
prise. “ Do  they  worry  and  torment  you  on  my  ac- 
count? But,  indeed,  I might  have  known  it. 
Raven  is  hard  and  unfeeling  to  the  verge  of  cruelty, 
when  he  wishes  to  crush  down  opposition.  You 
are  persecuted  with  reproaches,  with  suspicions 
and  threats,  are  you  not,  Gabrielle?  They  are  do- 
ing all  in  their  power  to  break  your  resistance,  is  it 
not  so?  Speak,  I must  know  the  truth.” 

The  young  girl  shook  her  head  with  a faint  nega- 
tive gesture. 
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“No,  no ; you  are  mistaken.  There  is  no  question 
of  that.  Since  the  day  he  made  known  to  me  his 
decision  as  final  and  irrevocable,  my  guardian  has 
never  mentioned  your  name ; and  he  has  obliged 
mamma  to  be  silent,  too,  to  cease  the  storm  of  re- 
proaches with  which  she  assailed  me  at  first ; but  he 
just  overlooks  me,  passes  me  by  with  frigid  in- 
difference, and  I Oh,  George,  is  not  it  possible 

for  you  to  stay  near  me?” 

“I  cannot,”  said  George,  with  difficulty  restrain- 
ing his  own  deep  emotion.  “ 1 must  obey  the  call — 
it  is  quite  impossible  for  me  to  resist  it.  Under 
other  circumstances,  I should  have  hailed  this 
change  with  joy.  it  opens  to  me  far  brighter  pros- 
pects than  any  I could  have  hoped  for  here  in  R , 

where  the  immense  ascendency  exercised  on  all 
sides  by  the  baron  keeps  down  individual  effort,  and 
stifies  independent  thought;  but  I know  only  too 
well  that  this  so-called  promotion  has  but  one  end 
in  view ; to  defraud  me  of  my  highest,  my  best 
possession,  to  rob  me  of  your  love,  and  to  part  us 
forever.  Your  guardian  has  summoned  to  his  aid 
two  mighty  allies — time  and  distance.  Perhaps 
they  may  help  him  to  the  victory  yet.” 

“Never!”  exclaimed  Gabrielle,  passionately. 
“ The  victory  shall  never  be  his.  I have  given  you 
a promise,  and  I will  keep  my  word.” 

George  did  not  notice  the  anxious  distress  which 
again  involuntarily  betrayed  itself  in  her  tone.  He 
only  heard  the  resolute  words,  the  unwonted  asser- 
tion of  will ; and,  in  spite  of  the  parting  now  so  im- 
minent, a ray  of  happiness  illumined  his  features. 

“I  thank  you,  my  love,”  he  said,  fervently;  “but 
you  are  strangely  changed  since  last  we  met. 
Where  is  my  Gabrielle’s  sunny  brightness,  the 
smile  which  was  ever  ready  to  chase  the  tears  from 
her  eyes?  You  said  to  me  once  in  jest,  ‘You  do  not 
know  me  thoroughly  yet;’  and,  truly,  I did  not  do 
you  full  justice  then.  The  present  moment  brings 
that  home  to  me.” 

The  young  girl  remained  silent.  Her  rosy  lips 
had,  indeed,  lost  their  trick  of  smiling.  They 
seemed  to  close  firmly  upon,  and  keep  down,  some 
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secret  sorrow  which  was  not  to  find  utterance  in 
words. 

“Forgive  me,  if  I failed  to  read  you  aright,”  con- 
tinued George,  with  an  ever-increasing  tenderness ; 
“I  acknowledge  it,  I have  had  my  doubts.  I have 
looked  forward  with  fear  and  trembling  to  the  in- 
evitable collision  with  your  family.  Now  I see  chat 
you  too  can  feel  profoundly,  now  I believe  in  3^ou 
fully  and  completely;  I believe  that  you  will  be  con- 
stant in  your  love,  even  though  a Baron  von 
Raven,  armed  with  all  his  high  authority,  should  do 
his  best  to  come  between  us.” 

Gabrielle  started  at  these  last  words,  and  raised 
her  downcast  eyes  to  his  face.  The  look  was  one 
George  could  not  decipher — a look  of  mingled  anx- 
iety, pain,  and  touching  appeal ; but  the  next  mo- 
ment all  this  was  drowned  in  a rush  of  tears  which 
could  no  longer  be  withheld. 

“My  poor  Gabrielle!”  whispered  the  young  man, 
bending  over  her ; “ you  are  so  little  used  to  care 
and  trouble ; and  to  think  that  it  should  be  my  fate, 
mine  1 to  bring  therh  on  you.  But  we  were  pre- 
pared, you  know,  to  make  a fight  for  our  love.  Now 
the  time  for  the  struggle  has  come.  We  must  en- 
dure and  conquer.  Perhaps  Herr  von  Raven  may 
one  day  repent  having  played  Providence  in  this 
manner.  He  is  sending  out  one  more  enemy  into 
the  world,  and  not  so  insignificant  a one  as  he  sup- 
poses.” 

Gabrielle’s  tears  were  stayed  now.  She  drew  her 
hand  away  from  him. 

“You  are — you  are  enemies  now?”  she  asked. 

“ I have  long  been  Raven’s  opponent.  Do  not  ask 
me  why.  I will  not  accuse  your  guardian  and 
relative  to  you.  The  charges  must  be  brought  be- 
fore another  forum.  But,  believe  me,  he  has  chal- 
lenged hatred  and  enmity  in  many  quarters.  He 
has  so  used  his  power  that  it  has  proved  baneful  to 
all  beneath  his  rule,  and  will,  assuredly,  one  day 
prove  baneful  to  himself.  Dr.  Brunnow  did  not 
warn  me  in  vain  against  the  magnetic  influence  of 
that  strange  man.  It  has  often  beguiled  me  into 
admiring  there  where  I should  have  condemned 
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But  now  the  spell  is  broken.  Yonder,  in  the  ^reat 
city,  I shall  be  released  from  the  ties  which  have 
hitherto  bound  me  to  the  superior  officer  under 
whose  immediate  orders  I stood.” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  asked  Gabrielle,  uneasily. 
“I  do  not  understand  your  allusions.” 

“It  is  not  meet  you  should,”  said  George,  firmly; 
“but  promise  me  one  thing.  Whatever  you  may 
hear,  believe  that  no  personal  enmity,  no  base  de- 
sire for  revenge,  has  prompted  me  to  action.  Long 
ago  I resolved  I would  take  up  the  glove  against 
the  governor  of  our  province,  for  taken  up  it  must 
be ; and  there  was  no  one  else  who  ventured  to  en- 
ter the  lists  with  the  omnipotent  Raven.  Your 
guardian,  with  unnecessary  harshness  has  refused 
me  your  hand,  has  refused  me  even  a glimmer  of 
hope  in  the  future— he  who,  when  he  paid  his  court 
to  the  great  minister’s  daughter,  had  no  more  to 
offer  than  I have!  Was  it  strange  that  we  parted 
as  open  enemies?  For  the  time  to  come,  I will  be 
guided  by  that  alone  which  I deem  duty.  And  now 
— farewell!” 

“ George,  you  cannot,  must  not  leave  me  so — not 
with  these  vague  menaces  which  distress  me  un- 
speakably. What  are  you  thinking  of  doing?  I 
must  and  will  know.” 

“Do  notask  me  to  speak  more  openly,”  said  the 
young  man,  in  gentle  but  decided  tones.  “ For  your 
own  sake,  I will  not  make  you  privy  to  my  inten- 
tions. You  are  not  free  as  I am.  You  must  remain 
here  under  the  same  roof  with  your  guardian ; you 
are  thrown  into  daily  intercourse  with  him.  It 
would  be  a constant  burden  on  you,  were  you  to 
share  even  in  thought  in  any ” 

“In  any  plot  against  him?”  cried  Gabrielle;  and 
there  was  so  strange,  so  vibrating  a ring  in  her 
voice,  that  George  started. 

“Against  Baron  von  Raven,  you  mean?”  he  asked 
slowly.  “You  do  not  suspect  me  of  anything  dis- 
honorable?” 

“No,  no;  but  I fear— for  you — for  us  all!” 

“ Set  your  mind  at  rest.  I shall  fight  with  my 
visor  up,  and  shall  speak  in  the  name  of  hundreds 
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who  dare  not  speak-  for  themselves.  The  governor 

of  R may  return  such  answer  as  he  sees  fit.  He 

has  power  on  his  side ; his  voice  will  be  heard  be- 
fore any  other ; but  if  I have  all  the  danger,  I have 
also  right  on  mine.  And  now  let  us  say  good-by. 
If  I can  possibly  manage  it,  you  shall  have  news 
of  me  from  the  capital ; but,  though  no  single  line 
should  reach  you,  you  know  that  all  my  thoughts 
are  given  to  you,  that  you  inspire  my  every  effort, 
and  that  I will  never  renounce  my  claim  to  your 
hand,  unless  I hear  from  your  own  lips  that  you 
have  given  me  up.” 

He  clasped  her  in  his  arms  for  the  first  time  since 
the  day  on  which  he  had  made  to  her  the  avowal  of 
his  love.  The  parting  was  a bitter  one.  He  would 
not  prolong  the  painful  moment — a few  fervent 
words  passionately  whispered,  a last  pressure  of 
the  hand,  then  George  tore  himself  away  from  her, 
and  left  the  room. 

Gabrielle  sank  onto  a seat,  a.nd  hid  her  face  in 
her  hands.  Tear  after  tear  trickled  slowly  through 
her  fingers ; but  her  low,  half-suppressed  weeping 
was  not  provoked  by  the  grief  of  that  separation 
alone.  There  was  another  secret,  unspoken  sorrow 
shadowing  the  girTs  soul,  a great  preoccupation 
which  threatened  to  efface  from  her  memory  all 
tliat  had  come  before.  George  had  spoken  truly. 
He  had  not  read  Gabrielle  aright;  but  if  her  deeper 
nature  was  now  stirring  within  her,  revealing  itself 
in  word  and  look,  he  was  not  the  magician  whose 
spell  had  called  it  forth. 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  ICE  BEGINS  TO  THAW. 

Life  at  the  castle  during  the  last -few  weeks  had 
been  anything  but  agreeable.  To  be  sure,  things 
had  outwardly  taken  their  usual  course.  The 
family  met  and  talked  at  table,  and  fulfilled  all 
their  social  duties;  but  the  former  easy,  familiar 
intercourse  had  given  place  to  a stiff  reserve  and 
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constraint,  which  weighed  heavily  on  each  separate 
member  of  the  party.  The  baroness,  shallow- 
minded  and  superficial  as  ever,  was,  perhaps,  the 
least  affected  by  it.  She  could  not  understand  how 
an  insignificant,  fleeting  love-affair,  which,  after 
all,  was  nothing  more  than  a piece  of  childish  folly, 
should  have  so  deep  and  lasting  an  influence  on  her 
brother-in-law’s  humor.  To  her  thinking,  a com- 
plete end  had  been  put  to  the  matter  by  the  baron’s 
decided  refusal,  and  by  Winterf eld’s  departure  from 
R — — . There  could  be  no  doubt  that  Gabrielle 
would  now  listen  to  reason.  The  mother  had,  as  she 
supposed,  an  unfailing  resource  at  her  disposal, 
one  which  would  speedily  drive  that  romantic 
youthful  fancy  into  the  background.  Lieutenant 
Wilten’s  admiration  for  the  young  baroness  was 
growing  day  by  day  more  evident,  and  but  little  en- 
couragement was  needed  to  embolden  him  to  press 
his  suit  openly. 

Ever  since  tthe  night  of  -the  ball,  when  Colonel 
Wilten  had  remarked  how  much  his  eldest  son  was 
taken  by  the  appearance  and  manners  of  Gabrielle 
von  Harder,  that  gentleman  had  held  tenaciously 
to  the  idea  about  bringing  about  a marriage  be- 
tween the  two.  As  Raven  had  shown  himself  im- 
pervious to  the  slight  hints  he  had  let  fall  on  the 
subject,  the  colonel  had  recourse  to  the  lady  of  the 
house,  whom  he  found  far  more  amenable,  and 
quite  disposed  to  favor  his  wishes.  There  was  not, 
indeed,  much  to  be  urged  against  the  match,  which 
was  one  to  satisfy  a higher  aspiring  mother  than  the 
baroness.  The  Wiltens  came  of  a good  old  house, 
and  were  connected  by  blood,  or  by  alliance,  with 
some  of  the  foremost  families  of  the  land.  They  were 
not  rich,  certainly,  but  this  want  would  be  supplied 
by  Gabrielle’s  dowry  and  future  fortune,  in  case,  as 
might  confldently  be  expected,  the  baron  should 
give  his  consent  to  the  marriage.  Albert  von  Wil- 
ten was  a good-looking  young  officer,  whose  uni- 
form became  him  exceedingly  well,  and  who  rode 
and  danced  to  perfection.  He  was  a model  partner 
and  an  agreeable  companion,  and  he  appeared  to 
be  sincerely  attached  to  Gabrielle.  In  short,  he  pos- 
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sessed  all  the  qualities  which  Madame  von  Harder 
desired  in  her  future  son-in-law ; and  the  colonel 
and  his  wife,  to  both  of  whom  the  presumptive 
heiress  of  Baron  von  Raven  seemed  a most  desir- 
able connection,  were  diligent  in  their  attentions 
to  mother  and  daughter. 

The  baroness  began  by  sounding  her  brother-in- 
law.  She  soon  made  the  unpleasant  discovery  that 
Gabrielle  by  her  rebellious  willfulness  and  obstinacy 
had  altogether  trifled  away  the  kindly  feeling  which 
her  guardian  had  formerly  entertained  toward  her. 
This  was  very  evident,  for  he  listened  to  the  pro- 
posed scheme  with  icy  indifference;  declaring,  in- 
deed, that  he  had  no  objection  to  offer,  but  that  he 
must  decline  to  interfere,  and  leave  the  matter  en- 
tirely to  the  baroness’  generalship.  On  the  other 
hand,  that  lady  obtained  the  comforting  assurance 
that,  as  Baroness  Wilten,  her  daughter  would  re- 
main in  undiminished  possession  of  all  the  advan- 
tages secured  to  her  by  her  guardian’s  will.  This 
did  away  with  any  lingering  hesitation.  Gabri- 
elle herself  was  to  know  nothing  of  the  plan.  She 
seemed  to  like  the  young  officer,  but  was  rather 
cool  and  reserved  in  her  manner  toward  him,  and 
evidently  attached  no  serious  importance  to  the 
homage  he  paid  her.  She,  therefore,  readily  con- 
sented to  accompany  her  mother  when  the  latter 
accepted  an  invitation  to  the  Wiltens’  country- 
house,  which  was  situated  some  miles  from  the 
town,  at  the  foot  of  the  mountains.  The  matter  was 
thus  set  in  train,  and  it  was  agreed  that  the  rest 
should  be  left  to  the  young  people  themselves. 

The  baron,  who  was  included  in  the  invitation, 
excused  himself  on  the  plea  of  the  pressure  of  busi- 
ness. Besides,  he  said,  he  felt  it  necessary  to  re- 
main at  his  post  on  account  of  the  uneasiness  still 
prevailing  in  the  town.  So  the  ladies  set  out  on  their 
expedition  alone,  and  Gabrielle  breathed  freely  as 
the  carriage  rolled  out  from  the  nortico  of  the 
Government-house.  She,  poor  girl,  had  suffered 
most  from  the  experiences  of  the  last  few  weeks ; 
yet  Raven  had  kept  his  word.  Rot  a look,  not  a 
word,  had  recalled  to  her  that  “ unguarded  moment” 
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which  she  was  to  forget,  as  he  seemed  to  have  for- 
gotten it. 

George  Winterfeld’s  name  had  not  passed  his  lips 
since  the  day  on  which  he  had  informed  her  that 

the  assessor  had  left  R to  begin  his  new  duties 

in  the  distant  capital;  but  since  then  the  baron 
himself  had  become  more  reserved  and  unapproach- 
able than  ever.  He  governed  and  ordered  every- 
thing with  his  accustomed  promptness  and  energy ; 
but  between  him  and  Gabrielle  a great  cleft  seemed 
to  have  opened,  rendering  all  friendly  communi- 
cation impossible. 

On  the  last  day  of  villeggiatur a, Haq  govern- 

or drove  out  to  the  Wiltens’  country-seat  to  fetch 
the  ladies  home.  But  the  baroness  had  taken  cold, 
and,  the  weather  being  raw  and  inclement,  could 
not  venture  to  undertake  so  long  a drive.  She  had 
decided  on  staying  the  night,  and  returning  to  town 
the  following  day  with  Colonel  Wilten  and  his  wife. 
It  was  arranged,  however,  that  Gabrielle  should 
avail  herself  of  her  guardian's  escort.  Raven,  who 
had  come  over  in  the  morning,  wished  to  start  again 
directly  after  dinner,  and  Colonel  Wilten  in  vain 
sought  to  detain  him. 

‘G  cannot  stop,”  said  the  baron,  as  the  two  talked 
together,  pacing  the  garden-room  the  while.  “ In 
the  present  state  of  affairs  it  would  not  do  for  me  to 
leave  the  town  for  more  than  a few  hours.  Even 
for  this  short  absence  I had  to  take  my  precautions, 
leaving  word  that  I was  to  be  sent  for  should  any- 
thing happen.” 

“Is  the  situation  so  critical,  then?”  asked  the 
colonel,  who  had  been  out  of  town  for  the  past  week. 

“Critical?”  Raven  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
“There  is  rather  more  brawling  and  noise  than 
usual,  and  every  now  and  then  we  have  an  attempt 
at  a riot ; the  good  citizens,  in  short,  are  sufficiently 
giving  me  to  understand  the  dislike  entertained  by 
them  toward  my  person  and  government.  I have 
had  one  or  two  apostles  of  liberty,  who  were  de- 
creeing my  deposition  in  open  assembly,  arrested, 
and  hold  them  safely  under  lock  and  key.  The 
whole  city  is  in  a state  of  sedition  in  consequence. 
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The  burgomaster  came  up  to  me  himself  to  demand 
the  release  of  the  prisoners,  Tn  the  name  of  justice.’ 
I wa»  obliged  to  make  known  to  that  gentleman 
that  my  patience  is  at  length  exhausted,  and  that  I 
shall  now  proceed  with  more  vigor  than  I have 
hitherto  cared  to  display.” 

In  spite  of  their  ironical  inflection,  his  words 
betrayed  deep  irritation  and  annoyance.  Wilten, 
too,  had  grown  serious. 

‘‘The  ferment  has  been  going  on  for  months,” 
he  observed.  “If  the  outbreak,  which  is  always 
threatening,  has  been  avoided  so  far,  we  owe  it  to 
the  tact  and  discretion  of  the  police  authorities — of 
the  superintendent,  in  particular.” 

“ He  and  his  officials  will  be  powerless  soon  in 
face  of  this  growing  agitation.  The  superintendent 
is  too  fond  of  half-measures  for  me  to  put  my  trust 
in  him.  You  are  the  commandant  of  the  garrison, 
and  there  is  no  saying  how  soon  strong  arguments 
may  be  needed.” 

“Your  excellency  would  do  well  to  avoid  any 
violent  measures,”  said  the  colonel,  impressively. 
“Once  taken,  they  cannot  be  retracted,  and  you 
know  my  dispatches ” 

“ Instruct  you  to  place  the  troops  of  the  garrison 
at  my  disposal.” 

“ No ; they  only  instruct  me  to  lend  you  assistance 
in  case  of  extreme  necessity,”  replied  the  colonel,  a 
little  irritated  at  the  other’s  imperious  tone ; “ and 
at  army  headquarters  it  is  earnestly  desired  that 
such  a necessity  may  be  avoided.  It  is  really  rather 
difficult  to  draw  a line,  to  say  where  your  responsi- 
bility ends  and  mine  begins.  I should  hesitate  to 
interfere  in  this  early  stage  of  affairs.” 

“That  is  natural,”  said  Raven,  curtly.  “You  are 
a soldier,  and  accustomed  to  submit  to  discipline. 
My  position  has  always  permitted  me  to  retain  my 
freedom  of  action  and  independency  N evertheless 
you  may  rest  assured  that  I shaA  do  all  in  my 
power  to  save  you  from  any  such  dilemma.” 

“Let  us  hope  that  it  will  not  come  to  the  worst,” 
struck  in  the  colonel,  who  had  no  desire  to  excite  the 
other’s  anger. 
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‘‘Well,  I shall  return  to  my  post  to-morrow,  cer- 
tainly,” he  began  again.  “Albert  has  been  back  in 
town  for  more  than  a week.  It  was  hard  on  him  to 
tear  himself  away  at  the  call  of  duty.  He  lies 
bound  hand  and  foot,  a captive  to  the  charms  of  a 
certain  young  lady.” 

Kaven  was  silent.  He  stopped,  accidentally,  as  it 
were,  by  the  window  which  opened  on  to  the 
balcony,  and,  turning  slightly  away,  looked  out 
into  the  garden. 

“I  may  take  it  for  granted,  1 think,  that  my 
son’s  wishes  and  hopes  are  no  secret  to  you  now,” 
continued  Wilten.  “ In  these  wishes  my  wife  and 
I most  cordially  share.  If  we  may  reckon  on  your 
support  in  the  matter ” 

“Has  Lieutenant  Wilten  declared  himself  as 
yet?”  interrupted  the  baron,  still  preserving  the 
same  attitude. 

“Not  yet.  We  fancied  there  was  a little  reserve 
in  Fraulein  von  Harder’s  manner  to  him,  and  Albert 
had  not  the  courage  to  speak  out.  He  will  call  on 
you  in  the  codrse  of  the  next  few  days.  May  he 
hope  that  you  will  favor  his  cause?  A father’s  good 
word  is  often  a powerful  aid.” 

“ A father’s  good  word !”  repeated  Raven,  his  voice 
grating  with  harshest  irony. 

“ Well,  or  his  who  stands  in  the  father’s  place. 
The  baroness  is  of  opinion  also,  that  your  counsels 
will  have  great  weight  with  her  daughter.” 

Raven  passed  his  hand  across  his  brow, and  turned 
slowly  round  to  face  the  speaker. 

“When  Lieutenant  Wilten  has  communicated 
with  me,  I will  acquaint  Gabrielle  with  his  pro- 
posal, and  ask  for  her  answer ; but  I neither  can 
nor  will  attempt  to  influence  my  ward.” 

“ Of  course  not,  of  course  not,”  replied  the  colonel ; 
“but,  next  to  the  young  lady’s  consent,  her  guar- 
dian’s approval  is,  naturally,  the  first  thing  to  be 
thought  of.  The  baroness  has  led  my  son  to  hope 
that  he  may  count  on  you.” 

“ I have  already  told  my  sister-in-law  that  I have 
no  objection  to  offer,”  said  the  baron,  whose  lips 
twitched,  as  though  he  were  enduring  an  inward 
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martyrdom,  albeit  his  voice  retained  its-  wonted 
calm.  “ But  the  decision  must  rest  solely  and  en- 
tirely with  Gabrielle.  If  her  mother  chooses  to 
throw  her  influence  into  the  scale,  she  can  do  so. 
I,  personally,  shall  not  interfere.” 

The  colonel  seemed  surprised  and  a little  offended 
at  this  very  cool  reception  of  his  overtures. 

“I  can  well  understand  that  your  head  is  full  of 
other  things  just  now,”  he  half  apologized;  ‘‘but 
when  a hot-headed  young  fellow  of  Albert’s  stamp 
falls  in  love,  he  does  not  stay  to  inquire  whether 
time  and  circumstances  are  favorable  to  his  suit ; 
he  cannot  be  induced  to  sit  down  soberly  and  wait. 
But  to  come  back  to  where  we  started.  Would  it 

not  be  better  to  leave  the  ladies  here  awhile?  R 

is  not  a very  pleasant  place  of  residence  just  in 
these  difficult  times,  and  my  wife  would  gladly  pro- 
long her  sojourn  in  the  country  if  it  would  be  any 
convenience  to  her  dear  visitors.” 

“Thanks,  no,”  declined  Raven.  “It  shall  not  be 
said  that  my  relations  remain  absent  from  the  town 
because  I hold  the  situation  to  be  seriously  mena- 
cing. Some  such  reports  have  arisen  already,  and 
it  is  high  time  they  should  be  refuted.” 

Colonel  Wilten  saw  that  this  ground  was  unten- 
able, so  he  yielded.  The  previous  arrangements  as 
to  the  journey  therefore  held  good,  and  a few  hours 
later  the  baron  set  out  in  Gabrielle’s  company  on 
his  return  to  the  town,  leaving  the  remaining  trio 
to  follow  at  their  ease. 

It  was  a cool  and  rather  stormy  autumn  day,  with 
heavy  showers  of  rain  and  glimpses  of  sunshine 
alternating.  The  baron  seemed  absorbed  in  his 
own  thoughts,  and  Gabrielle  sat  mutely  gazing  out 
at  the  country  through  which  they  passed.  The 
wind  blew  keenly  down  from  the  hills,  and  the  girl 
drew  her  mantle  more  closely  about  her  shoulders. 
Raven  noticed  the  movement. 

“You  are  cold,”  he  said;  “I  should  have  remem- 
bered that  you  are  not  accustomed  to  driving  in  an 
open  carriage  in  such  weather.  I will  have  the 
hood  put  up.” 
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He  would  have  at  once  given  the  coachman  the 
order,  but  Gabrielle  stopped  him. 

“ No,  thank  you.  I prefer  even  this  chill  keen  air 
to  a close  carriage.  My  cloak  protects  me  per- 
fectly.” 

“As  you  like.” 

Raven  stooped,  drew  up  a rug  which  had  slipped 
to  their  feet,  and  wrapped  it  round  his  companion’s 
slender  form.  Then  she  said,  in  a low  and  almost 
timid  voice: 

“ Uncle  Arno,  I have  a request  to  make  of  you.” 

“I  am  listening,”  he  replied  laconically. 

“If  this  close  intercourse  with  Colonel  Wilten’s 
family  is  to  be  kept  up  in  town,  let  me  be  free  from 
sharing  in  it.” 

“Why?” 

“Because,  during  our  stay  in  the  country,  I have 
discovered  that  mamma  was  following  out  a pre- 
meditated plan  in  accepting  that  invitation,  a plan 
which  you  favor.” 

“1  favor  nothing,”  said  Raven,  coldly.  “Your 
mother  is  guided  by  her  own  wishes,  and  acts  on 
her  own  responsibility.  I take  no  part  in  the 
matter.” 

“But  they  will  ask  for  your  decision,”  returned 
Gabrielle.  “At  least,  mamma  hinted  to  me  that 
Albert  von  Wilten  would  shortly  apply  to  you  with 
a request  which ” 

“Which  will  concern  you,”  concluded  Raven,  as 
she  paused.  “That  seems  probable,  certainly,  but 
you  alone  can  decide  thereupon.  I shall  refer  him 
to  you  for  an  answer.” 

“Spare  us  both  that,”  interposed  the.girl^  hastily. 
“ It  would  be  as  mortifying  to  him  to  take  a refusal 
from  my  lips  as  it  would  be  painful  for  me  to  speak 
it.” 

“You  have  made  up  your  mind,  then,  to  decline 
his  offer?” 

She  looked  up  at  him  with  great  reproachful  eyes. 

“Can  you  ask  me?  You  know  that  I have  given 
my  word  to  another.” 

“And  you  know  that  I do  not  recognize  that 
promise,  given  in  haste,  as  a pledge  which  is  to  bind 
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you.  ‘I  have  given  my  word  to  another.’  A little 
while  ago  it  was,  ‘I  love  another!”’ 

The  observation  must  have  struck  home,  for 
Gabrielle’s  face  was  suffused  with  a deep  crimson 
blush,  and  she  evaded  a direct  reply. 

“Albert  von  Wilten  was  an  object  of  indifference 
tome  before,”  she  answered;  “since  I have  found 
out  that  his  suit  is  to  be  pressed  upon  me,  I have 
taken  a dislike  to  him.  I will  never  be  his  wife.” 

The  baron  drew  a long  deep  breath  which  seemed 
to  expand  his  chest ; but  he  replied,  in  the  icy  tone 
he  had  maintained  throughout  the  conversation : 

“I  shall  neither  compel  nor  persuade  you  to 
make  a choice.  If,  indeed,  you  are  firmly  resolved 
to  refuse  young  Wilten,  it  will,  no  doubt,  be  better 
that  his  proposal  should  not  be  made.  I will  give 
the  colonel  to  understand  that  there  is  no  hope  for 
him.  It  shall  be  done  to-morrow.” 

JRaven  leaned  back  in  his  seat,  and  the  former 
silence  set  in  again.  Gabrielle  nestled  more  closely 
into  her  corner ; she,  who  in  the  old  days  could  not 
have  sat  for  the  space  of  a quarter  of  an  hour  with- 
out breaking  forth  into  a flow  of  merry  chatter,  now 
showed  no  inclination  whatever  to  renew  the  con- 
versation. 

Neither  the  flattering  homage  paid  her  by  the 
young  officer,  nor  the  thought  of  her  absent  lover, 
had  had  power  to  scare  away  the  one  remembrance 
which  by  degrees  was  usurping  absolute  sway  over 
her  mind  and  feelings.  It  was  as  though  some 
sorcerer’s  spell  had  cast  the  young  girl’s  whole 
nature  into  bonds.  The  old  merry  light-heartedness, 
the  willful  high  spirits,  the  childish  caprices — all 
these  had  vanished,  and  in  their  place  had  come 
dim,  problematic  sensations  more  akin  to  pain  than 
pleasure ; a constant  flux  and  reflux  of  emotions 
which  Gabrielle  did  not  understand,  but  which 
troubled  her  exceedingly.  She  still  wrestled  half- 
unconsciously  against  this  dread  unknown ; for  as 
yet  she  did  not  divine,  would  not  divine  the  nature 
of  the  peril  which  menaced  her  youthful  attach- 
ment and  George’s  happiness;  she  only  felt  that 
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both  were  in  danger,  and  that  the  danger  did  not 
come  from  without. 

Swiftly,  steadily,  the  carriage  rolled  on  its  way 
toward  the  town,  which  still  lay  at  some  consider- 
able distance,  all  wreathed  around  in  mist.  The 
broad  valley  and  its  encircling  hills  were  already 
robed  in  russet,  for  here,  among  the  mountains, 
autumn  entered  on  its  dominion  earlier  than  out  in 
the  open  plain.  As  yet  the  trees  and  bushes  j^tood 
clothed  in  all  their  wealth  of  leaves,  but  their  fresh 
verdure  had  long  ago  disappeared.  Everywhere 
nature  had  decked  herself  in  rich  and  varied  hues, 
ranging  from  darkest  brown  to  brightest  ochre, 
with  here  and  there  a flame  of  brilliant  red  or  a 
dash  of  purple,  deluding  the  eye  with  the  sem- 
blance of  flowers  still  blooming  in  among  the 
thickets ; though,  in  truth,  there  was  nothing  here 
but  dying  foliage  sending  forth  one  last  bright 
gleam  of  color  before  it  fell  a prey  to  the  chill  wind 
now  rustling  through  the  forests,  and  sweeping 
with  its  cutting  blasts  over  the  bare  flelds  and 
pastures. 

This  same  landscape  had  once  presented  a very 
different  aspect  to  the  two  who  were  now  sitting 
side  by  side,  mute  and  reserved  as  strangers.  Then 
the  valley  had  lain  before  them  flooded  in  sunlight, 
bright  with  a golden  haze,  its  blue  mountains  and 
glistening  distances  telling  of  a “ Paradise”  beyond ; 
while  beneath  the  cool  deep  shade  of  the  limes  came 
the  sparkle  of  the  fountain  and  the  mysterious  rip- 
pling murmur  of  its  waters,  calling  up  those  sweet, 
dangerous  dream -visions ! To-day  the  only  sound 
was  the  low  roar  of  the  river,  as  they  drove  along 
its  banks. 

The  baron’s  eyes  were  moodily  flxed  on  the  set- 
ting sun  and  the  great  masses  of  cloud  striving  to- 
gether for  the  mastery.  At  length,  with  a strong 
effort,  as  it  seemed,  he  roused  himself  from  his 
thoughts,  and  broke  the  long  silence. 

“The  sky  denotes  a storm,”  he  said,  turning  to  his 
young  companion ; “ but  it  will  probably  not  come 
upon  us  until  night,  and  I hope  we  shall  be  safely 
housed  in  R before  dusk.” 
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“ They  say  the  town  is  very  much  disturbed  just 
now,”  observed  Gabrielle,  with  an  anxious,  inquir- 
ing look  up  at  her  companion,  which,  however,  he 
did  not  appear  to  notice. 

“ There  have  been  some  rather  noisy  demonstra- 
tions of  late,  certainly,”  he  replied.  “But  the 
troubles  are  not  of  a serious  nature,  and  will  soon 
be  over.  You  need  feel  no  uneasiness.” 

“But  they  say  that  this  movement  is  directed 
principally,  if  not  entirely,  against  you,”  continued 
Gabrielle,  in  a faltering  voice. 

Raven  frowned. 

“Who  says  that?” 

“Colonel  Wilten  often  let  falls  hints  on  the  sub- 
ject. Is  it  true  that  you  have  so  many  enemies  in 
the  town?” 

“I  have  never  been  popular  in  R ,”  explained 

the  baron,  with  perfect  equanimity.  “ In  the  first 
days  of  my  appointment,  the  duty  devolved  on  me 
of  stifling  the  germs  of  a revolution  then  in  active 
preparation.  I succeeded ; but  success  in  such  mat- 
ters generally  breeds  hostility.  We  have  lived  in 
a state  of  constant  warfare;  but  so  far  I have 
always  had  the  upperhand,  and  I mean  to  preserve 
it  in  this  instance.” 

Gabrielle  thought  of  George’s  enigmatic  words, 
of  which  she  had  as  yet  found  no  solution.  Of 
one  thing,  however,  she  felt  certain — the  baron  was 
in  some  way  menaced,  and  she  resolved  to  warn 
him  at  all  hazards. 

“But  you  stand  quite  alone  against  a multitude,” 
she  said.  “You  cannot  tell,  cannot  even  guess 
what  they  may  be  plotting  against  you  in  secret. 
Suppose  there  should  be  danger  in  store  for  you!” 

Raven  looked  at  her  with  an  expression  of  undis- 
guised astonishment. 

“ How  long  have  you  taken  an  interest  in  such 
matters?  They  were  formerly  as  far  from  your  ken 
as  night  from  day.”  •> 

The  young  girl  tried  to  smile. 

“ I have  learned  so  much  of  late  that  was  beyond 
my  ken.  But  I am  now  alluding  to  some  very  de- 
cided hints ” 
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‘‘Which  have  reached  you?” 

“Yes.” 

The  baron  started.  He  flashed  upon  her  the  old 
piercing,  inquisitorial  look  peculiar  to  him,  and 
asked  abruptly: 

“You  are  in  communication  with  the  capital?” 

“ I have  not  received  a single  line,  not  a sign  of 
life  from  thence.” 

“No?”  said  Raven,  more  mildly.  “I  fancied  so 
because  Assessor  Winterfeld  has  entered  on  his 
new  duties  at  the  Ministry  of  the  Interior,  where  he 
will  no  doubt  meet  with  sympathizers,  with  many 
who  will  share  in  his  opinion  that  I am  a tyrant 
unequaled  in  the  annals  of  history.  I cannot  take 
it  amiss  from  the  young  man  personally  that  he 
should  indulge  in  such  views,  for  I was  forced  to 
assume  an  attitude  toward  him  which  fairly  en- 
titles him  to  hate  me  and  to  revenge  himself  on 
me,  supposing  revenge  to  be  within  his  power.” 

“He  will  never  do  anything  ungenerous  or  base,” 
said  Gabrielle. 

The  baron  smiled  disdainfully. 

“ I can  assure  you  that  I attach  very  little  weight  to 
Mr.  Winterfeld^s  ill-will  or  opposition.  I have 
had  more  powerful  enemies  than  him;  and 
managed  to  get  the  better  of  them.  But  if  the  hints 
of  which  you  speak  do  not  emanate  from  the  capital, 
1 can  only  suppose  that  the  silly  rumors  which  are 

buzzed  from  mouth  to  mouth  in  R have  found 

their  way  out  to  the  Wiltens’  country-seat.  They  rest 
on  no  practical  foundation  whatever.  I must  ask 
you  to  discontinue  your  drives  for  the  next  few 
days,  but  it  will  not  be  for  any  length  of  time,  I 
hope;  and  in  any  case,  at  the  castle,  in  the  gover- 
nor’s house,  you  will  be  safe  from  the  popular  ex- 
cesses, should  any  occur.” 

“But  you  will  not  be  safe!”  cried  Gabrielle,  her 
anxiety  *^breaking  down  the  barrier  of  her  timidity 
at  last.  “ The  colonel  declares  that  you  expose  your- 
self recklessly  to  every  danger,  and  never  listen  to 
a warning  of  any  sort.” 

Raven  turned  his  grave,  dark  eyes  slowly  upon 
her. 
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“ Well,  that  concerns  myself  alone,  I think,  un- 
less it  be  that  you  feel  anxiety  on  my  account.” 

She  dared  not  reply  in  words;  but  the  answer 
might  be  read  in  her  eyes,  which  met  his  with  an 
imploring,  beseeching  look.  The  baron  bent  down 
to  her,  and  there  was  a thrill  of  breathless  expecta- 
tion in  his  voice  as  he  repeated : 

“Speak,  Gabrielle;  are  you  anxious  about  me?” 

“Yes,”  came  trembling  from  her  lips.  It  was  but 
a single  word,  yet  it  wrought  a marvelous  effect. 

Again  Gabrielle  saw  his  whole  face  kindle  as 
with  a blaze  of  light,  met  the  ardent  gaze  which 
had  struck  her  dumb  once  before ; and  the  flame 
of  that  mighty  up-springing  passion  melted  the 
panoply  of  ice  in  which  the  proud  man  had 
wrapped  himself.  One  moment  sufficed  to  destroy 
the  barriers  which  the  self-control  of  weeks  had 
laboriously  built  up.  The  dream  was  not  over.  The 
sudden  fire  in  his  eyes  flashed  out  his  secret. 

Close  to  them  the  river  ran  with  a loud  and  angry 
murmur,  while  out  yonder  in  the  autumnal  forests 
the  wind  rustled  and  blew  with  sharper,  stronger 
blasts.  The  wall  of  cloud,  which  rose  more  and 
more  threateningly  in  the  west,  parted,  and  once 
again  the  red  sun  shone  out  clear  and  full. 

“ During  the  last  few  weeks,  you  too  have  thought 
me  a tyrant,  no  doubt,”  said  Raven,  in  a low  voice, 
carefully  subdued,  though  every  word  vibrated 
with  his  inward  agitation.  Perhaps  one  day  you 
will  thank  me  for  guarding  you  from  the  fault  of 
over-precipitation.  You  were  ignorant  of  your  own 
heart  and  feelings,  and  yet  you  wished  to  bind  your- 
self for  life.  Winterfeld  was  the  first  man  whc  ap- 
proached you  after  you  ceased  to  be  a child,  the 
first  who  ventured  to  speak  to  you  words  of  love, 
and  you  shut  your  eyes  and  dreamed  that  you  too 
loved,  conjuring  up  the  phantom  of  that  which 
never  existed.  It  was  a childish  illusion — nothing 
more.” 

“No,  no,”  said  Gabrielle,  anxiously  disclaiming 
the  charge,  and  attempting  to  fr^e  her  hand— at- 
tempting in  vain,  for  the  baron  held  it  as  in  a vise, 
as  he  answered : 
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“You  feel  the  truth  of  what  I say.  Do  not  strive 
against  it.  A promise  may  be  recalled,  an  engage- 
ment canceled  by  mutual  consent ” 

“Never!”  exclaimed  the  girl,  passionately.  “I 
love  George,  him  alone,  and  no  one  else.  I mean  to 
be  his  wife.” 

Haven  let  her  hand  drop.  The  gleam  in  his  eyes 
died  out,  and  the  old  icy  mask  covered  his  features 
once  more.  There  was  hardness  and  infinite  bitter- 
ness in  his  voice  as  he  replied : 

“ Lay  aside,  then,  in  future,  all  care  and  anxiety 
forme.  I will  have  none  of  them.” 

They  drove  on  in  silence,  no  further  words  being 
exchanged  between  them.  The  evening  shadows 
fell  gradually ; the  mountains  were  altogether  lost 
to  view,  and  the  mists  hovering  over  the  meadows 
grew  denser  and  denser.  Dusk  had  fairly  set  in, 

when  at  length  R was  reached ; but  there  was 

still  light  enough  to  distinguish  objects  at  some  little 
distance. 

The  carriage  had  passed  through  the  outlying 
suburb,  and  had  turned  into  the  broad  high-road 
leading  to  the  castle.  At  the  other  extremity  of 
this  road  was  situated  one  of  the  largest  squares,  or 
open  places  of  the  town.  This  square  now  seemed 
to  be  the  scene  of  some  tumult ; for  from  thence  the 
shouts  and  cries  of  an  angry  multitude  were  borne 
over,  and,  in  spite  of  the  growing  darkness  surging 
crowds  might  be  seen  thronging  the  broad  space. 
The  baron  started  as  the  first  sounds  struck  his  ear. 
He  leaned  far  out  of  the  carriage,  and  then,  looked 
keenly  back  in  the  direction  whence  they  proceeded ; 
then  he  cast  a quick,  uneasy  glance  at  his  com- 
panion. 

“This  comes  inopportunely,”  he  muttered.  “I 
should  have  done  better  to  have  left  you  with  your 
mother.” 

“What  is  the  matter  yonder?  Is  there  any  dan- 
ger?” asked  Gabrielle,  turning  very  pale. 

She  remembered  Colonel  Wilten’s  remarks,  how 
he  had  deplored  the  hardihood  with  which  the 
governor  would  risk  his  safety  on  such  occasions. 
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Raven  saw  her  alarm,  but  ascribed  it  to  fear  on  her 
own  account. 

“There  would  seem  to  be  a turbulent  meeting 
yonder  before  the  State  prison,”  he  answered.  “X 
presumed,  from  general  appearances,  that  the  peace 
would  not  be  broken  to-day,  or  I should  not  have 
driven  out  from  the  town.  But  do  not  be  in  the 
least  uneasy,  you  shall  be  exposed  to  no  danger.  I 
shall  have  to  leave  you ; but ” 

“Oh,  for  Heaven’s  sake,  stay  with  me!”  cried  Ga- 
brielle.  “ Where  would  you  go?” 

“Whither  my  duty  calls  me — to  the  scene  of 
action.” 

“And  I?” 

“ You  must  go  home  alone.  No  one  will  molest 
you.  Stop,  Joseph.” 

The  coachman  obediently  drew  rein,  and  Raven 
rose  from  his  seat. 

“Joseph,  you  will  take  Fraulein  von  Harder  home 
to  the  castle  at  once,  and  as  quickly  as  possible. 
There  is  no  danger;  the  road  is  perfectly  clear.” 

He  opened  the  carriage-door,  but  the  girl  clung 
to  his  arm  desperately. 

“Do  not  leave  me  alone!  Take  me  with  you  at 
least,  if  you  must  go.” 

“Nonsense!”  said  Raven,  freeing  his  arm  from 
her  grasp.  “You  drive  on  to  the  castle.  I will 
come  directly  the  disturbance  is  quelled,  and  the 
place  quiet  again.” 

He  alighted,  and  turned  to  close  the  door ; but  in 
a moment  Gabrielle  had  sprung  out  too,  and  now 
stood  by  him  in  the  road. 

“Gabrielle!”  the  baron  exclaimed,  and  there  was 
impatient  annoyance  in  his  tone,  mingled  with  real 
alarm. 

But  the  girl  only  nestled  more  closely  to  his  side. 

“ I will  not  let  you  go  into  the  danger  alone.  I 
am  afraid  of  nothing  in  the  world  when  you  are 
with  me.  Let  us  go  together.” 

Again  Raven’s  eye  blazed,  and  this  time  in  the 
joyful  flash  there  was  swift,  passionate  triumph. 

“You  cannot  accompany  me,”  he  said,  in  that 
strangely  subdued  tone  which  Gabrielle  had  heard 
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but  once  from  his  lips — once  only  by  the  Nixies’ 
Well.  “You  must  understand  that  I cannot  take 
you  into  the  midst  of  that  excited  crowd,  where  I 
should  have  no  possible  means  of  protecting  you. 
It  is  not  the  first  time  I have  encountered  such 
scenes.  I know  how  to  curb  men’s  passions,  but 
my  wonted  energy  would  fail  me,  were  I to  think 
that  you  were  exposed  to  any  danger.  Promise  me 
to  return  quietly  home  and  to  wait  for  me  there. 

I ask  this  of  you,  Gabrielle.  You  will  not  make  it 
hard  for  me  to  do  my  duty?” 

He  took  her  in  his  arms,  and  lifted  her  into  the 
carriage.  Gabrielle  offered  no  resistance.  She 
knew  full  well  that  no  woman  could  or  should  trust 
herself  to  the  mercies  of  that  wild,  riotous  mob — 
nothing  but  the  mortal  anxiety  she  was  enduring 
would  have  suggested  the  thought  to  her.  This 
anxiety  was  now  so  legibly  stamped  on  her  features 
that  even  Raven’s  firmness  wavered.  He  felt  he 
must  tear  himself  away  at  once,  if  he  would  not 
yield  to  the  mute  prayer  of  those  beseeching  eyes. 

“I  must  go,”  he  said,  hastily.  “Good-by  for  the 
present.  I shall  not  be  long  away.” 

He  closed  the  carriage-door  sharply,  and  signed 
to  the  coachman  to  drive  on.  Gabrielle,  bending, 
out,  saw  the  tall  figure  turn  and  stride  away  with 
rapid,  steady  steps  in  the  direction  of  the  square. 
Then  the  horses  were  given  the  word,  and  the  car- 
riage dashed  with  redoubled  speed  toward  the  cas- 
tle. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

HIS  FIRST  LOVE. 

More  than  an  hour  had  gone  by,  and  the  governor 
had  not  returned  yet.  The  household  at  the  castle 
was  growing  uneasy  at  his  prolonged  absence,  for 
the  coachman,  on  reaching  home  with  the  young 
baroness,  had  reported  that  his  master  had  betaken 
himself  to  the  scene  of  the  disturbances. 

It  was,  of  course,  well-known  at  the  Government 
house  that  the  town  was  astir,  but  no  detailed  in- 
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telligence  of  what  was  going  on  had  found  its  way 
thither ; for,  the  servants  had,  once  for  all,  received 
instructions  not  to  leave  the  castle  in  the  event  of 
any  such  occurrence,  and  none  of  the  officials  who 
had  their  residence  there  cared  to  venture  into  the 
tumult. 

The  baron’s  study  was  already  lighted  up.  The 
clear  flame  from  the  lamp  suspended  from  its  ceil- 
ing illuminated  every  corner  of  the  room,  which  yet 
maintained  its  grave  and  somber  aspect.  One  spot 
only,  the  deep  recess  of  the  great  bay  window,  lay 
in  shadow ; and  there,  half-hidden  by  the  heavy 
curtains,  stood  Gabrielle.  The  girl  could  not  en- 
dure to-day  to  remain  in  her  mother’s  apartments, 
which  lay  on  the  other  side  of  the  house.  She  had 
never  hitherto  entered  her  guardian’s  study  with- 
out special  permission  or  summons  from  him : but 
now  she  sought  it,  remembering  that  its  window 
commanded  a fine  view  of  the  city  below. 

Very  unlike  the  Gabrielle  von  Harder  of  the  old 
days,  truly,  this  pale,  mute  maiden,  leaning  against 
the  window-frame  with  hands  convulsively  clasped, 
and  gazing  out  as  though  her  eager  eyes  must 
penetrate  the  growing  darkness.  This  anxious, 
despairing  vigil  consummated  the  silent  work  of 
the  last  few  weeks.  It  took  from  her,  once  and 
forever,  the  old  childish  dream,  destroyed  the  il- 
lusion by  which  she  had  so  long  deceived  herself 
and  others.  In  and  about  her  all  had  been  sun- 
shine, until  the  moment  when  a single  glance  had 
discovered  to  her  the  depths  of  a passion  new  to 
her  experience. 

The  second  hour  was  creeping  by.  Half  of  it  had 
already  passed,  and  still  no  sign,  no  news  of  the 
governor.  Gabrielle  had  opened  the  window,  hop- 
ing to  bear  the  sound  of  the  carriage  which,  as  she 
expected,  would  bring  him;  but  the  road  lay  soli- 
tary and  deserted,  and  the  flame  of  the  gaslights 
flickered  uneasily,  and  sometimes  almost  died  out 
beneath  the  fierce  gusts  of  wind,  which  was  rising 
to  a hurricane. 

At  last  the  longed  for  sound  was  heard ; not  the 
roll  of  carriage  wheels,  certainly,  but  the  voices. 
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Q-nd  tread  of  several  persons  now  becoming  dimly 
visible  through  the  obscurity.  They  came  on 
nearer  and  nearer,  and  a half-suppressed  cry  of  joy 
escaped  Gabrielle’s  lips.  She  had  recognized 
Raven’s  figure  advancing  toward  the  castle  in  the 
company  of  some  half-dozen  gentlemen ; and  a few 
minutes  later  the  party  stepped  into  the  circle  of 
light  surrounding  the  portico. 

“I  thank  you,  gentlemen,”  said  the  governor, 
coming  to  a halt.  “You  see  it  was  quite  unneces- 
sary to  enforce  your  escort  on  me.  There  has  been 
no  attempt  to  molest  us  on  the  road  As  I told  you, 
the  tumult  has  spent  itself — for  to-night.” 

“Yes;  but  nothing  save  your  excellency’s  timely 
appearance  would  have  dispersed  the  rioters,” — this 
in  the  impressive  voice  of  Councilor  Moser,  who 
was  standing  next  his  chief.  “They  were  about  to 
storm  the  jail  and  to  set  the  prisoners  free  when 
you  came  up  so  unexpectedly— so  providentially,  I 
may  say.  I saw  with  admiration  how  your  excel- 
lency, by  mere  authority  of  word  and  look,  tamed 
that  rebellious  mob,  and  reduced  the  rioters  to 
order — a result  which  the  superintendent  here,  with 
his  whole  staff  of  police  to  back  him,  had  vainly 
striven  to  obtain.” 

The  superintendent,  who  formed  one  of  the  group, 
seemed  to  take  this  observation  in  rather  ill-part ; 
for  he  replied,  with  a spice  of  unmistakable  spite- 
fulness : 

“Well,  you  w;ere  in  a good  position  at  your  win- 
dow, no  doubt,  to  see  how  matters  went,  besides 
having  the  satisfaction  of  feeling  yourself  in  per- 
fect security,  while  Baron  von  Raven  and  I were- 
in  the  thick  of  the  fight.” 

“ I saw  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  reach 
his  excellency’s  side,”  declared  the  councilor; 
“ otherwise  I should  have ” 

“No,  no,”  the  baron  interrupted  him,  “that  would 
have  been  a most  unnecessary  venture  on  your 
part,  whereas  the  superintendent  and  I were  only 
fulfilling  our  duty.  Well,  we  have  settled  as  to  the 
measures  to  be  taken.  Good  evening,  gentlemen.” 

He  bowed  slightly  to  his  companions,  and  stepped 
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into  the  hall.  Gabrielle  closed  the  window  gently. 
She  meant  to  leave  the  study  at  once — the  baron 
should  not  find  her  there — but  it  was  too  late  for  a 
retreat.  He  must  have  mounted  the  stairs  in  great 
haste,  for  already  his  steps  could  be  heard  in  one 
of  the  adjoining  rooms,  and  his  voice  asking: 

“ What?  Fraulein  von  Harder  is  not  in  her  apart- 
ments?” 

‘‘  The  baroness  is  in  your  excellency’s  study,  and 
has  been  waiting  there  for  more  than  an  hour,”  a 
servant  replied. 

No  response  was  made  to  this,  but  the  step  ap- 
proached at  a quickened  pace ; the  door  * was 
thrown  open,  and  Raven  appeared. 

“ I was  going  over  to  your  rooms,  when  they  told 
me  you  were  here;”  he  spoke  in  a breathless, 
hurried  tone.  “ I could  not  possibly  send  any  news 
to  tranquilize  you.  The  riot  is  only  just  quelled. 
All  is  quiet  for  the  moment.  I came  up  here  at 
once.  ” 

Gabrielle  tried  to  answer  him,  but  her  voice  for- 
sook her.  She  could  not  force  a sound  from  her  lips. 
Raven  looked  at  the  fair,  pale  face,  on  which  the 
torture  of  the  last  few  hours  was  but  too  legibly 
written.  He  made  a movement,  as  though  to  draw 
her  to  his  side,  but  as  yet  the  habit  of  self  mastery 
prevailed.  The  arm  he  had  raised  fell  to  his  side, 
his  chest  heaved,  and  he  drew  a deep,  deep  breath. 

‘‘And  now,  Gabrielle,  repeat  to  me  the  words  you 
spoke  a while  ago  in  the  carriage,  the  words  with 
which  you  repelled  me.” 

-“What  words?”  asked  Gabrielle,  in  painful  em- 
barrassment. 

“ Tell  me  again  the  untruth,  by  the  help  of  which 
you  tried  to  deceive  both  yourself  and  me.  Look 
me  in  the  face,  and  repeat  to  me  that  you  love 
Winterfeld,  and  are  determined  to  be  his.  If 
you  can  do  that,  you  shall  never  again  be  troubled 
by  a word  from  me.  But  say  it,  say  it  out  plainly.” 

The  girl  drew  back. 

“Oh,  let  me  go!  I— I— oh,  let  me  go,  for  Heaven’s 
sake!” 

“No,  I will  not  let  you  go,  Gabrielle!”  broke  out 
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Raven,  passionately.  “The  tale  must  be  told,  once 
for  all.  I must  now  put  into  words  that  secret  which 
you  have  long  known,  the  secret  which  has  been 
mine  since  I first  looked  into  those  sunny,  childish 
eyes.  Soon,  very  soon  after  that,  I heard  from  your 
own  lips  that  you  loved  another.  I felt  that  a man 
thirty  years  your  senior,  with  hair  showing  streaks 
of  gray,  would  incur  the  terrible  curse  of  ridicule, 
if  he  confessed  to  you  his  ardent,  unreciprocated 
attachment,  and  I,  by  Heaven!  I vowed  none 
should  ridicule  me.  But  to-day  I saw  that  you 
trembled  for  my  safety,  that  you  would  have  rushed 
into  the  danger  yourself  only  to  remain  at  my  side 
— and  now  you  do  not  dare  repeat  those  words,  be- 
cause you  feel  they  convey  a lie  which  would  cost  us 
both  our  future  happniess.  Now,  at  last,  let  things 
be  made  clear  between  us.  I love  you,  Gabrielle, 
and  I have  fought  against  my  love,  calling  to  my  aid 
all  my  strength  and  all  my  pride.  The  dream 
should  be  over,  I said,  and  the  presumptuous  word 
has  cost  me  dearly.  When  I meant  forcibly  to  sub- 
due and  crush  out  the  passion  within  me,  it  rose 
with  tenfold,  irresistible  might,  and  taught  me  to 
know  its  power.  I behaved  toward  you  with  harsh, 
cold  reserve,  wrapping  myself  in  it  as  in  a mantle. 
I sought  a rescue  in  separation,  in  my  work,  in  the 
battle  I am  ever  waging  with  all  the  hostile  elements 
arrayed  against  me — in  vain  I You  must  be  mine, 
or  I must  let  you  go  from  me  forever.  Any  third 
course  would  bring  destruction  on  us  both.  Answer 
me,  Gabrielle ! Say,  whom  do  you  love?  For  whom 
did  your  heart  beat  so  anxiously  a little  while  ago, 
and  what  thought  aroused  the  apprehension  and 
tenderness  I read  in  your  looks?  Speak;  I await 
your  decision.” 

He  stood  before  her,  pale  and  eager,  as  though  the 
verdict  were  to  be  one  of  life  or  death.  Gabrielle 
listened  in  a sort  of  stupor  to  this  passionate  out- 
burst, which  found  but  too  ready  an  echo  in  her 
own  heart.  Raven  was  faithfully  describing  her  own 
experience.  She,  too,  had  fought  and  wrestled  with 
her  love ; she,  too,  had  sought  to  fly  from  a power 
so  strong  that  no  escape  was  possible. 
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The  young  girl  made  one  last  attempt  to  cling 
valiantly  to  the  past. 

“George — he  loves  me — trusts  me.  He  will  be 
so  utterly  miserable,  if  I forsake  him!” 

“Do  not  speak  his  name!”  cried  Raven,  his  eyes 
sparkling  with  furious  enmity.  “ Do  not  remind  me 
that  this  man  alone  stands  between  me  and  my 
felicity.  Ill  might  betide  him  through  it.  Woe  to 
him  if  he  should  try  to  hold  you  to  your  hasty 
promise ! I should  free  you  by  fair  means  or  by 
foul.  What  is  this  Winterfeld  to  you?  What  can 
you  be  to  him?  He  may  love  you  after  his  own 
fashion,  but  he  would  drag  you  down  to  a common- 
place existence,  and  give  you  a commonplace  affec- 
tion, nothing  more.  If  he  loses  you,  he  will  over- 
come the  pain  of  it ; will  seek  consolation  in  his 
plans  for  advancement,  in  his  work,  in  other  ties. 
Such  passionless  natures  do  not  know  what  despair 
is — nothing  brings  them  out  of  their  groove ; they 
steadily  and  dutifully,  keep  on  their  way.  I” — here 
the  baron’s  tone  sank  to  a lower  diapason ; the  look 
of  hate  died  out  of  his  face,  and  his  stern  voice 
grew  milder  and  milder,  until  at  length  it  melted  to 
a great  softness — “I  have  never  loved,  have  never 
known  such  hopes  or  bright  illusions.  Say  that  you 
will  be  mine,  and  I will  encompass  you  with  love, 
will  make  you  my  idol.  I will  accept  any  chal- 
lenge for  your  sake,  and  will  come  to  you  victorious 
from  every  struggle.  All  pain  and  sorrow  shall  be 
averted  from  your  head ; if  really  a storm  is  threat- 
ening, it  shall  not  touch,  shall  not  come  nigh  you ; 
my  arms  are  strong  enough  to  protect  the  woman  I 
love.  You  shall  be  the  sunbeam  to  brighten  my 
life,  to  brighten  and  to  beautify  it.  I have  striven 
hard  and  achieved  much,  but  no  ray  of  happiness 
has  gleamed  upon  me ; and  now  that  I have  seen  it 
shining  in  my  path,  I cannot  close  my  eyes  and 
shut  it  out.  Gabrielle  be  my  wife,  my  joy,  my  one 
delight  and  treasure!” 

A boundless  tenderness  was  in  his  words.  His 
stormy,  fiery  vehemence  had  melted  gradually  into 
tones  of  pathetic  pleading,  and  he  spoke  in  low 
tremulous  accents,  such  as  surely  never  yet  had 
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come  from  Arno  Raven's  lips ; and  as  he  pleaded, 
he  clasped  his  arm  tighter  and  tighter  round  the 
slender  form  at  his  side,  and  drew  her  gently,  but 
irresistibly,  toward  him.  Gabrielle  yielded  pas- 
sively. Again,  as  once  before  by  the  murmuring 
spring,  a trance  had  fallen  upon  her— a trance  half 
sweet,  half  troubling,  holding  her  senses  in  thrall — 
and  again,  as  then,  she  let  herself  be  drawn  unre- 
sistingly out  of  the  bright  sunlight,  wherein  she  had 
hitherto  breathed,  down,  down  into  unknown 
depths. 

A knock  at  the  door  startled  Gabrielle  and  the 
baron,  and  brought  them  back  to  reality. 

“What  is  it?”  asked  Raven,  with  a start.  “I  will 
not  be  disturbed  now.” 

“I  beg  pardon,  your  excellency,”  said  the  ser- 
vant's voice  without.  “A  courier  has  just  arrived 
from  the  capital.  He  has  orders  to  deliver  his  dis- 
patches to  your  excellency  in  person,  and  asks  to 
be  admitted  immediately.” 

The  baron  relaxed  his  hold  on  the  young  girl. 

“Thus  am  I awakened  from  my  love-dreams!”  he 
said  bitterly.  “ They  cannot  grant  me  even  a quarter 
of  an  hour's  respite.  It  would  seem  that  love  and 
dreams  are  forbidden  fruit  to  me ; that  the  thought 
of  them  even  is  forbidden  me»  The  courier  must 
wait  a few  minutes,”  he  added  aloud.  “I  will  send 
for  him.” 

The  servant  retired.  Raven  turned  to  Gabrielle 
again,  but  stopped,  in  concern  and  surprise,  as  he 
caught  sight  of  her  face. 

“What  ails  you?”  he  said.  “You  have  suddenly 
turned  so  deadly  pale.  It  is  only  some  important 
message  from  the  capital  which  is  to  fall  into  no 
hands  but  mine ; some  social  matter,  nothing  more. 
It  might  have  come  at  a more  opportune  time, 
truly.” 

Gabrielle  had  indeed  turned  very  white.  A pang 
shot  through  her.  Was  there  some  plot  on  foot  to 
injure  the  baron? 

“I  will  go,”  she  said  hastily.  “You  must  receive 
this  courier.  Let  me  go.” 

Raven  clasped  her  in  his  arms  again. 
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And  will  you  leave  me  without  giving  me  an 
answer?  Am  I still  to  live  on,  doubting  and  fearing 
lest  that  other  should  come  between  us  again?  You 
shall  go,  but  speak  first  the  one  word  I long  for.  It 
will  take  but  a second  to  say  it.  Only  one  word, 
‘yes!’  1 will  not  keep  you  longer.” 

“Give  me  till  to-morrow,”  the  girl  besought  with 
piteous,  pathetic  entreaty.  “ Do  not  ask  me  to  de- 
cide now,  do  not  force  my  consent  from  me.  Give 
me  till  to-morrow,  Arno,  I implore  you!” 

A flash  of  joy  lighted  up  the  baron’s  features  as, 
for  the  first  time,  he  heard  her  pronounce  his  name 
without  the  adjunct  of  that  formal  word  which  re- 
called the  relation  and  the  guardian.  Quickly  and 
fervently  he  pressed  his  lips  to  her  brow. 

“ It  shall  be  so.  I will  force  nothing  from  you.  I 
will  believe  the  language  of  your  eyes  alone,  and 
content  myself  with  that.  Until  to-morrow,  then, 
for  one  short  night,  farewell,  my  Gabrielle!” 

He  walked  with  her  through  the  adjoining  room 
to  a door  which  opened  on  the  corridor,  and  the 
young  girl  went  hastily  out.  Before  she  had  reached 
the  end  of  the  passage,  a hell  sounded  in  the  baron’s 
study,  the  signal  for  the  courier  to  appear. 

Gabrielle  shut  herself  in  her  own  room.  As  yet,  the 
decisive  word  had  not  been  spoken,  but  her  choice 
was  already  made.  The  hours  she  had  just  lived 
through  had  broken  down  the  bridge  connecting  her 
with  the  past — there  could  be  no  going  back  now. 
If  George  himself  had  appeared  before  her  to  assert 
and  to  maintain  his  rights,  it  would  have  availed 
nothing ; it  was  too  late — he  had  lost  her.  Arno 
Raven  had  drawn  the  girl’s  whole  soul  to  himself ; 
there  was  no  room  in  her  heart  now  for  another, 
(reorge’s  image  never  once  rose  before  her.  Even 
during  her  sleep  her  brain  was  busy  with  the  events 
of  the  last  few  hours,  which  passed  in  a strange  fan- 
tastic medley  confusedly  before  her. 

One  single  figure  occupied  the  foreground.  Inter- 
woven wit^h  the  thought  of  him  came  the  memory 
of  that  drive  through  the  darkening  twilight  of  the 
autumn  evening.  She  saw  it  all;  the  varied  land- 
scape with  its  misty  outlines ; over  a sky  charged 
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with  storm-cloud ; and  yonder  on  the  western  hori- 
zon the  flaming,  flery  sunset. 


CHAPTER  Xril. 

ASSESSOR  WINTERFELD’S  PAMPHLET. 

“It  is  perfectly  unprecedented!  Such  a thing 
was  never  heard  of  1 I cannot  believe  my  own  eyes  I 
This  undermines  all  government,  saps  the  foun- 
dations of  all  authority,  shakes  the  very  pillars  of 
the  State.  It  is  horrible — horrible!” 

Thus,  in  a burst  of  noble  pathos,  did  the  coun- 
cilor unburden  himself  of  his  pent-up  indignation, 
addressing  the  superintendent  of  police,  who  was 
just  coming  down  the  stairs  from  an  interview  with 
the  governor. 

“Do  you  mean  the  disturbances  in  the  town?” 
asked  the  latter,  with  a slight  and  rather  scornful 
smile.  “Yes,  it  was  rather  noisy  down  there  last 
night,  certainly.” 

“Who  is  thinking  of  the  town?”  cried  the  coun- 
cilor. “ Those  disturbances  go  for  nothing.  It  is 
the  mere  rioting  of  a mob,  which  can  be  sub- 
jugated, which  will  be  subjugated,  by  military  aid, 
if  necessary.  But  when  revolutionary  ideas  invade 
official  circles — when  men,  whose  business  it  is  to 
represent  and  to  support  the  government,  attack  it 
in  such  a way  as  this,  there  is  an  end  to  all  order. 
Who  would  have  thought  it  of  Assessor  Winterfeld! 
A young  man  who  has  been  looked  on  as  a model  by 
the  whole  civil  service ! I,  indeed,  have  always  had 
my  suspicions  of  him.  His  questionable  loyalty,  his 
bias  in  favor  of  the  opposition,  his  treasonable  con- 
nections, have  long  inspired  uneasiness  in  my  mind ; 
and  on  several  occasions  I have  expressed  as  much 
to  his  excellency,  but  he  would  not  listen.  He  had 
a predilection  for  the  assessor.  Quite  lately  even, 
by  getting  him  transferred  to  the  capital,  he 
opened  to  this  favored  subaltern  the  most  brilliant 
prospects ; and  now  the  traitor  rewards  him  by  the 
blackest  ingratitude.” 
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“Ah,  you  are  alluding  to  Winterfeld’s  pamphlet!” 
said  the  superintendent.  “ Have  you  had  the  book 
in  your  hands  already?  Why,  it  can  only  have 
reached  R this  morning.” 

“ I got  it  accidentally,  from  a colleague  who  had 
just  received  it.  A most  abominable  composition ! 
It  is  open  rebellion,  sir — open  rebellion!  There 
are  things  in  it  addressed  to  his  excellency — things 

Well,  I don’t  know  how  such  a work  came  to 

be  printed  and  circulated.  Have  you  taken  no 
steps  to  suppress  it?” 

“I  have  no  orders  and  no  motive  for  doing  so,” 
declared  the  superintendent,  whose  coolness  formed 
a strange  contrast  to  Moser’s  indignant  excitement. 
“ The  pamphlet  was  brought  out  in  the  capital,  and 
there  was  not  time,  I suppose,  to  prevent  its  circu- 
lation. I doubt  if  a more  virulent  attack  has  ever 
been  made  on  a statesman  holding  office  under  the 
crown.” 

“ And  it  comes  from  a member  of  the  service, 
from  one  who  has  worked  under  my  eyes,  in  the 
bureaux!”  cried  the  councilor,  in  despair.  “But  he 
has  been  seduced,  led  astray.  It  is  that  Dr.  Brun- 
now  who  has  been  staying  here  for  weeks,  under  the 
pretext  of  settling  some  succession  business,  and 
who  has  not  yet  taken  his  departure.” 

“ Because  in  his  case  there  has  been  even  more 
than  the  usual  circumlocution.  Endless  difficulties 
have  been  raised  touching  this  matter  of  his  rever- 
sion. The  gentlemen  of  the  law-courts  have,  with 
rather  unnecessary  severity,  let  him  feel  the  draw- 
backs under  which  he  labors  in  being  his  father’s 
son  and,  for  the  time  being,  representative.  Find- 
ing this,  he  set  upon  them  a little  while  ago,  and 
subjected  them  to  so  drastic  a treatment  that  they 
were  quite  taken  aback,  and  now  really  seemed  as  if 
they  meant  to  hasten  on  the  affair.  You  have  a 
prejudice  against  the  young  doctor,  councilor. 
He  is  not  such  a bad  fellow  as  you  think.” 

“This  Brunnow  is  a most  dangerous  man,”  said 
the  councilor,  all  his  wonted  solemnity  returning 
to  him  with  this  topic.  “ I knew  it  from  the  first 
day  I saw  him,  and  my  instinct  in  such  matters  is 
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infallible.  Since  he  has  been  in  our  midst,  we  have 
had  these  troubles  in  the  town,  open  resistance  to 
the  appointed  authorities;  and  now  comes  this 
printed  assault  on  his  excellency.  I hold  to  my 

opinion ; this  man  came  to  R with  the  intention 

of  setting  the  city,  the  province,  ay,  the  whole  land 
in  a blaze  of  insurrection.” 

“ Why  not  say  the  whole  of  Europe,  while  you 
are  about  it!”  exclaimed  the  superintendent,  im- 
patiently. “You  are  completely  mistaken.  Merely 
on  account  of  the  name  he  bears,  we  have  kept  an 
eye  on  the  young  man,  and  I can  assure  you  he  has 
not  given  the  slightest  cause  for  any  such  suspicions. 
He  has  entered  into  no  political  relations  here,  and 
took  part  neither  directly  nor  indirectly  in  the  late 
disturbances ; he  just  simply  attends  to  his  own 
private  affairs.  If  I,  as  head  of  the  police,  can  bear 
him  this  testimony,  you  may,  I think,  admit  and 
put  faith  in  it.” 

“But  he  is  the  son  of  an  old  revolutionary  demo- 
crat,” persisted  the  councilor ; “and  he  is  an  inti- 
mate friend  of  Assessor  Winterfeld’s.” 

“What  does  that  prove?  His  father  was  once  an 
intimate  friend  of  the  governor  here.” 

— what  1”  cried  Moser,  starting  back.  “His 
excellency  Baron  von  Raven  and  that  man  Rudolph 
Brunnow ” 

“Were  university  chums,  bosom  friends  even.  I 
have  it  from  the  best  source.  I suppose  you  are 
not  going  to  accuse  Baron  von  Raven  of  socialist, 
revolutionary  tendencies.  But  my  time  is  limited, 
I must  be  off.  Good-morning,  councilor.” 

So  saying,  the  superintendent  turned  his  back  on 
the  worthy  councilor,  who  was  standing  dazed  with 
surprise,  and  left  the  Government-house.  On  his 
way  to  the  town  he  encountered  the  burgomaster. 

“You  come  from  the  castle?”  asked  the  latter. 
“Have  you  seen  the  governor?  What  has  he  deter- 
mined on  doing?” 

The  other  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“ What  he  threatened  yesterday — he  will  proceed 
with  the  utmost  rigor.  He  will  recoil  from  no 
measures  which  may  effect  his  purpose.” 
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^‘This  must  not  be,”  said  the  burgomaster,  un- 
easily. “ The  general  exasperation  is  so  great  that 
any  display  of  military  force  would  only  add  fuel 
to  the  fiame.  There  would  be  resistance  and  blood- 
shed. I had  made  up  my  mind  not  to  set  foot  in 
the  castle  again,  unless  absolutely  compelled  to  go 
there ; but  now  I think  I must  make  one  last  at- 
tempt to  dissuade  them  from  any  extreme  course.” 

“I  would  advise  you  not  to  go,”  returned  the 
superintendent.  “I  can  tell  you  beforehand,  you 
will  get  nothing  by  it.  The  baron  is  not  in  a for- 
bearing mood  to-day.  He  has  had  news  which  will 
ruffle  his  temper  for  weeks  to  come.” 

“I  know,”  put  in  the  other.  “Assessor  Winter- 
feld’s  pamphlet.  I received  it  from  the  capital  this 
morning.” 

“What,  you  have  heard  of  it  too?  Well,  I must 
say  they  have  lost  no  time  in  circulating  the  book. 
They  seem  to  have  feared  it  might  be  suppressed, 
and  to  have  done  what  they  could  to  forestall  the 
edict.  I think  there  were  no  grounds  for  the  appre- 
hension, however.  It  looks  very  much  as  though 
in  high  places  the  intention  was  to  let  the  matter 
take  its  course.” 

“Really;  and  what  says  Raven  to  all  this?  The 
attack  can  hardly  have  come  upon  him  unawares. 
He  must  have  received  some  hint  of  what  was  brew- 
ing.” 

“ I am  afraid  he  received  no  hint  whatever.  His 
whole  manner  betrays  the  fact  that  he  has  been 
taken  by  surprise.  He  wraps  himself  in  his  usual 
reserve,  but  he  cannot  altogether  conceal  that  he  is 
perturbed  and  frightfully  • irritated.  My  allusions 
to  the  matter  in  question  were  met  so  ungraciously 
that  I thought  it  better  to  drop  the  subject.  It  is 
really  an  unprecedented  attack,  and  an  outrage- 
ously imprudent  one  into  the  bargain.  When  such 
opinions  are  to  be  disseminated  among  the  people, 
they  are  generally  given  to  the  public  in  an  anony- 
mous form.  The  author  lets  the  first  fury  of  the 
storm  wear  itself  out  before  he  gives  his  name;  he 
allows  himself  to  be  sought  out  and  divined,  and 
only  emerges  from  his  retirement  when  obliged  or 
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encouraged  so  to  do.  But  the  assessor  signs  in  full, 
and  leaves  no  doubt  to  the  world  in  general,  and 
the  governor  in  particular,  as  to  who  is  the 
assailant.  I can’t  think  how  he  has  found  courage 
to  challenge  his  whilom  chief  in  this  manner.  He 
throws  down  the  gauntlet  to  him  in  the  face  of  the 
whole  country— the  book  is  one  long  accusation 
from  beginning  to  end.” 

“And  from  beginning  to  end  it  is  one  long  truth,” 
answered  the  burgomaster,  warmly.  “This  young 
man  puts  us  all  to  shame.  What  he  has  now  ven- 
tured to  do,  should  have  been  done  long  ago.  Now 
that  the  way  has  been  thrown  open  for  them,  all 
will  be  ready  to  follow  him.” 

“Yes,  but  he  is  hazarding  his  position  and  very 
livelihood  on  the  die,”  remarked  the  superinten- 
dent. “This  pamphlet  of  his  goes  too  far,  and 
brilliantly  as  it  is  written,  its  author  will  have  to 
smart  for  it.  Raven  is  not  the  man  to  allow  him- 
self to  be  insulted  and  attacked  with  impunity. 
This  bold  knight-errant  may  find  himself  worsted 
in  the  tourney.  He  may  fall  a victim  to  his  own 
audacity.” 

“ Or  he  may  at  a blow  demolish  the  governor’s 
supremacy.  But,  however  the  affair  may  end,  it  is 
sure  to  make  a tremendous  sensation ; and  here  in 
R it  will  be  the  spark  to  fire  the  powder-train.” 

“ I am  afraid  so  too,”  assented  the  police  magnate. 
“ It  stands  to  reason  that  the  baron  will  go  to  any 
lengths  now,  in  order  to  remain  master  of  the  situ- 
ation. Well,  whatever  he  may  do,  will  be  done  at 
his  own  risk  and  peril.” 

While  the  two  gentlemen  thus  discoursed,  going 
on  their  way  together,  the  conference,  to  which 
allusion  had  been  made,  was  being  pursued  between 
the  governor  and  Colonel  Wilten,  in  the  former’s 
private  study. 

“ The  thing  is  settled,”  Raven  said.  “You  will  hold 
the  troops  in  readiness  for  an  immediate  interven- 
tion, and  you  will  proceed  unsparingly,  should  resis- 
tance be  offered.  I will  take  the  responsibility  and 
all  the  possible  consequences  on  myself.” 

“If  it  must  be,  it  must,”  replied  the  colonel.  “You 
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know  my  scruples,  and  I do  not  disguise  from  you 
that,  in  case  of  any  difficulty  arising,  I shall  leave 
the  responsibility  of  this  step  with  you.” 

“ I hold  myself  answerable,  solely  and  entirely. 

This  rebellious  city  of  R must  be  reduced  to 

submission,  be  the  cost  what  it  may.  It  is  now 
more  than  ever  incumbent  on  me  to  uphold  my 
authority.  It  must  not  be  thought  for  a moment 
that  the  mischievous  blow  which  has  been  directed 
against  me  has  had  power  to  slacken  my  rein.” 

“What  blow?”  asked  the  colonel. 

“You  have  not  heard  the  latest  news  from  the 
capital?” 

“No;  as  you  are  aware,  I have  only  been  back  in 
town  a few  hours.” 

Raven  rose,  and  paced  rapidly  up  and  down  the 
room.  When  he  returned  and  stood  before  the 
colonel,  his  agitation  could  be  read  in  his  features, 
in  spite  of  all  his  efforts  to  keep  it  down. 

“I  recommend  you,  then,  to  read  Assessor  Win- 
terfeld’s  pamphlet,”  he  said,  in  a tone  which  was 
meant  to  be  only  sarcastic,  but  which  vibrated  with 
fierce  anger.  “ He  feels  himself  appointed  to  de- 
nounce me  to  the  country  at  large  as  a despot  who 
regards  neither  law  nor  justice,  who  has  become  a 
scourge, a pestilential  source  of  harm, to  the  province 
committed  to  his  charge.  A long  list  of  crimes  is 
therein  imputed  to  me ; abuse  of  power,  arbitrary 
action,  illegal  violence,  and  all  the  usual  catch- 
words. It  really  is  worth  while  to  read  the  precious 
composition,  if  only  to  marvel  at  the  presumption 
with  which  one  of  the  youngest  and  lowliest  of  my 
subalterns  ventures  to  arraign  his  chief.  So  far, 
only  a chosen  few  have  cognizance  of  this  brochure ; 
to-morrow,  the  whole  town  will  ring  with  it.” 

“But  why  do  you  take  it  so  quietly?”  exclaimed 
the  colonel.  “These  things  do  not  spring  up  in  a 
day,  of  themselves.  You  must  have  prepared  for 
it — have  had  news  of  what  was  coming?” 

“Oh,  yes;  the  news  reached  me  yesterday  eve- 
ning, just  about  the  time  that  the  book  was  being 
hawked  about  the  streets  of  the  capital,  and  when 
many  copies  of  it  were  on  their  way  hither.  The 
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same  courier  brought  me  an  assurance  of  the  min- 
ister’s ‘sincere  regret’  that  it  had  not  been  possible 
to  prevent  the  publication ; the  matter  had  now 
gone  too  far  for  suppression.” 

“That  is  strange!”  said  Wilten,  in  surprise. 

“ More  than  strange.  But  it  seems  that  the  will  so 
to  act  was  wanting,  and  as  they  feared  that  I should 
energetically  insist  on  such  a course  being  pursued, 
they  purposely  left  me  in  complete  ignorance  of  the 
matter,  and  only  warned  me  when  it  was  too  late 
for  the  intimation  to  be  of  use.” 

The  colonel  looked  down  meditatively. 

“You  have  few  friends  in  the  capital  and  at  court 
— I told  you  so  months  ago.  There  are  constant  in- 
trigues on  foot  against  you  there,  and  no  stone  is  left 
unturned  to  damage  your  credit  and  undermine 
your  influence.  If  a fitting  instrument  has  been 
found  ready  to  hand — Assessor  Winterfeld  is  en- 
gaged at  the  ministry  now,  I think?” 

“Yes,”  said  the  baron,  bitterly.  “I  opened  its 
doors  to  him.  I myself  sent  my  denunciator  to  the 
capital.” 

“ They  have  got  hold  of  the  young  man  at  once,  it 
being  known  that  he  came  direct  from  your 
chancellery.  Perhaps  he  only  contributes  his 
name,  and  the  onslaught  really  comes  from  a far 
different  quarter.” 

Raven  shook  his  head  moodily. 

“ He  is  no  instrument  in  the  hands  of  others ; he 
acts  spontaneously,  and  the  scheme  cannot  have 
been  concocted  in  the  few  weeks  which  have  elapsed 

since  he  left  R . The  book  is  the  result  of  much 

thought  and  labor.  It  has  taken  months,  perhaps 
years,  to  prepare.  Here  in  my  own  bureaux,  under 
my  very  eyes,  the  plan  of  it  has  been  sketched  out 
and  designed.  Every  word  shows  that  it  has  been 
slowly,  carefully  written.” 

“ And  the  assessor  never  betrayed  himself  to  you 
or  any  one?”  asked  Wilten.  “He  must  have  had 
associates,  confidential  friends.” 

The  baron’s  lips  worked,  and  his  eyes  were  fixed 
on  the  window-recess  from  which  Gabrielle  had 
yesterday  stepped  forth  to  welcome  him. 


176  ASSESSOB  WINTEBFELD'H  PAMPHLET. 

‘‘One  of  his  confidants  I know,  at  least,”  he  said ; 
“and  that  one  shall  render  account  to  me.  As  to  the 
young  man  himself — well,  we  shall  see  later  on. 
There  can  be  but  one  manner  of  settling  such  a 
matter  between  us  two.  Just  at  present  I have  to 
reckon  with  other  enemies.  It  is  of  little  conse- 
quence that  an  Assessor  Winterfeld  should  rise  up 
in  virtuous  indignation,  and  declare  me  a tyrant 
and  my  tenure  of  office  a public  calamity — others 
have  done  this  before  him.  I have  frequently 
found  it  necessary  to  clear  the  air  a little  by  some 
sharp,  decided  action  when  the  intrigues  became 
too  annoying  to  be  borne  in  silence.” 

“You  take  too  grave  a view  of  the  matter,”  said 
the  colonel,  reassuringly ; “ and  it  is  strange  in  you, 
who  generally  meet  every  attack  with  absolute, 
unruffled  calm.  Why  do  you  now  allow  yourself  to 
be  irritated  by  mere  lies  and  calumnies?” 

The  baron  drew  himself  up  proudly. 

“Who  says  they  are  lies?  The  animus  which  per- 
vades the  book  is  stamped  on  every  page,  but 
it  does  not  contain  palpable  untruths,  and  I have 
no  intention  of  calling  in  question  one  of  the  facts 
adduced  against  me.  I am  ready  to  answer  for  my 
acts,  but  only  to  those  who  are  entitled  to  require 
an  account  from  me,  and  not  to  the  first  man  who 
may  feel  disposed  to  sit  in  judgment  on  me  and  my 
proceedings.  To  him  and  to  his  fellows,  I shall 
give  the  one  answer  they  deserve.” 

At  this  point  of  the  conversation  they  were  in- 
terrupted. A report  was  brought  in  to  the  governor, 
which  the  superintendent  of  police  had  just  sent 
over  from  the  town.  Colonel  Wilten  rose  to  depart. 

“ I will  go  and  see  that  the  measures  we  have 
agreed  upon  are  taken  at  once.  The  baroness 
arrived  safely,  I hope?  She  came  with  us  to  Jown, 
but  declined  our  escort  up  to  the  castle.  And  how 
is  Fraulein  von  Harder?  She  must  have  seen  some- 
thing of  the  rioting  last  night?” 

“I  do  not  know,”  said  Raven  shortly,  almost 
roughly.  “I  have  not  seen  her  to-day,  and  I was 
too  busy  to  receive  my  sister-in-law  in  person.  I 
shall  go  over  to  them  a little  later.” 
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He  gave  his  hand  to  the  colonel,  who,  after  a few 
parting  words,  left  the  room,  while  the  baron  re- 
turned to  his  writing-table,  on  which  last  night’s 
dispatches  still  lay,  and  began  a letter  to  the 
minister. 

Baroness  von  Harder  had  reached  the  castle  some 
hours  previously,  and  had  been  received  by  her 
daughter  alone,  a circumstance  which  had  given 
umbrage  to  the  lady.  It  argued,  she  said,  great  dis- 
respect on  her  brother-in-law’s  part  that  he  could 
not  tear  himself  away  from  his  business,  for  a few 
minutes  at  least,  to  welcome  her. 

Gabrielle  had,  indeed,  hardly  been  able  to  conceal 
from  her  mother  the  agitation  and  anxiety  wliich 
were  consuming  her.  The  baron  had  not  shown 
himself  all  day ; he  had  even  sent  in  an  excuse  at 
breakfast-time.  She  knew  that,  in  consequence  of 
last  night’s  events,  he  had  been  incessantly  occupied 
from  early  morning,  that  special  messengers  had 
pressed  on  each  other’s  heels,  and  that  audiences  and 
conferences  without  respite  were  being  held  in  his 
study ; but  she  knew  also  that,  in  spite  of  everything, 
he  would  find  time,  must  find  time,  to  come  to  her,  if 
only  for  a few  minutes.  “Until  to-morrow.”  The 
words,  spoken  with  passionate  tenderness,  still  rang 
in  her  ears.  The  morning  had  come ; all  the  fore- 
noon had  passed.  Raven  did  not  appear ; he  sent 
no  word,  no  line,  and  a very  mountain-load  of  care 
seemed  to  weigh  on  the  young  girl’s  heart.  What 
could  have  happened? 

Twelve  o’clock  struck.  Gabrielle  was  sitting 
alone  in  her  mother’s  boudoir,  when  at  length  she 
really  heard,  in  the  ante-room,  the  quick  steady 
steps  which  a hundred  times  that  morning  she  had 
heard  in  fancy.  She  drew  a deep  breath,  and  lis- 
tened with  beating  heart.  Her  cheeks,  so  pale  a 
minute  before,  were  dyed  now'  a deep  crimson. 
Anxiety,  care,  apprehension,  all  were  forgotten  in 
this  moment,  as  the  door  opened  and  the  baron 
came  in. 

“I  wish  to  speak  to  you,”  he  said  briefiy,  without 
any  preface.  “Are  we  alone?” 

Gabrielle  bent  her  head  affirmatively.  Her  im- 
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pulse  had  been  to  hasten  toward  him;  but  she 
stopped,  confounded  by  his  tone,  which  grated  oddly, 
harshly  on  her  ear.  Nuw,  looking  more  closely,  she 
saw  the  strange  change  that  had  come  over  his 
features.  This  was  not  the  Arno  Raven  who  had 
yesterday  held  her  in  his  arms  and  poured  out  to  her 
the  tale  of  his  love,  with  an  ardor  and  a passion 
which  had  metamorphosed  the  man’s  whole  being, 
inspiring  her  with  warmth  and  tenderness.  To-day 
he  stood  before  her  gloomy,  reserved,  icily  severe. 

“You  expected  me  earlier,  perhaps,”  went  on  the 
baron.  “ I had  need  of  some  time  to  make  myself 
acquainted  with  certain — certain  communications 
which  had  reached  me,  and  I felt  that  qur  present 
interview  would  come  soon  enough.  It  is  unneces- 
sary for  me  to  enter  into  explanations,  for,  though 
not  generally  familiar  with  my  official  concerns,  on 
this  occasion  you  probably  know  as  well  as  I do 
what  has  occurred.” 

“I?  No,”  said  Gabrielle,  with  failing  breath. 
“How  should  I know?” 

“Do  you  mean  to  deny  it?  But  of  this  we  will 
speak  later.  In  the  first  place,  I must  ask  what 
led  you  to  enter  on  this  miserable  comedy,  the 
farcical  part  of  which  was  reserved  for  me?  Be- 
ware, Gabrielle.  As  I told  you  yesterday,  I have 
but  little  talent  for  such  a role.  The  man  who  is 
duped  and  betrayed  is  only  ridiculous  while  he 
patiently  endures  it.  I am  not  inclined  to  do  this. 
The  sorry  game  you  have  played  with  me  will  be 
fraught  with  danger  both  to  yourself  and  to  an- 
other.” 

“But  what  do  you  mean?  Ido  not  imderstand 
you,”  cried  the  girl,  whose  distress  was  momen- 
tarily increasing. 

Raven  came  close  up  to  her,  and  fixed  a keen, 
searching  gaze  on  her  countenance. 

“ What  was  the  meaning  of  those  warning  words 
which  you  whispered  to  me  yesterday,  as  we  drove 
home?  How  did  you  know  that  I was  in  any  way 
threatened,  and  why  did  you  start  and  turn  deadly 
pale  when  that  courier  from  the  capital  was  an- 
nounced? Speak;  I insist  upon  an  answer.” 


Ai^^s:E:ssoi{  winterfeld’s  pamphlet.  m 

Gabrielle  listened  with  growing  consternation. 
She  began  to  suspect  whither  these  questions 
tended,  but  was  quite  in  the  dark  as  to  the  event 
that  had  nrompted  them.  Raven  must  have  seen 
tliat  she  did  not  understand  him,  for  he  drew  the 
pamphlet  from  his  breast-pocket  and  threw  it  on 
the  table. 

“ This  little  book  will  perhaps  * help  your  memory. 
It  is  the  most  contumelious,  the  most  astounding  at- 
tack which  has  ever  been  made  upon  me.  You 
probably  read  it  in  an  unfinished  state;  it  has,  no 
doubt,  been  completed,  perfected  in  the  capital,  in 
the  ministerial  bureaux.  Do  not  look  at  me  as 
though  I were  speaking  in  some  foreign  tongue. 
This  name,  w^hich  stands  on  the  title-page,  is,  I 
think,  not  unknown  to  you.” 

Gabrielle  had  taken  up  the  pamphlet  mechani- 
cally. Her  eye  fell  on  the  page  mentioned,  on  the 
name  inscribed  thereon.  She  started:  “From 
George?  He  has  kept  his  word !” 

“Kept  his  word?”  repeated  Raven,  with  a bitter 
laugh.  “ So  you  had  his  word  for  it.  You  were  his 
confidante,  his  confederate?  But,  indeed,  how 
could  I doubt  it  for  an  instant?  It  was  clear  from 
the  first — clear  as  the  noonday  sun.” 

The  young  girl  was  too  stunned  and  confused  to 
defend  herself  with  skill  or  energy.  The  unfortu- 
nate exclamation  which  had  escaped  her  could  but 
confirm  the  baron  in  his  suspicion  that  slie  had  been 
an  accomplice. 

“I  had  a presentiment  of  some  coming  evil,”  she 
replied,  summoning  up  all  her  courage;  “but  I 
knew  nothing  decided.  I thought ” 

Raven  did  not  let  her  finish.  He  grasped  her 
hand,  and  held  it  tightly. 

“ Had  you  really  no  suspicion  that  there  was  some 
scheme  on  foot  to  injure  me?  Were  the  hints  you 
let  fall  yesterday  purel^^  accidental  and  devoid  of 
any  special  aim?  Did  it  not  occur  to  you,  when 
those  dispatches  were  brought  in  upon  us  in  hot 
haste  ‘some  one  had  kept  his  word?'  Look  me  in 
the  face,  and  say  it  was  not  so.  I will  try  to  be- 
lieve you.” 
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Gabrielle  was  silent.  She  could  not  answer  in  the 
negative,  and  the  thought  that,  in  truth,  she  had 
known  of  George’s  intention,  at  least,  robbed  her  of 
her  presence  of  mind.  The  low  words  which  the 
young  man  had  spoken  when  parting  from  her 
acquired  a fatal  importance  now ; they  weighed  on 
the  young  girl,  and  seemed  to  crush  her  with  a 
sense  of  guilt. 

Raven’s  eyes  had  never  quitted  her  face. 
His  fingers  slowly  relaxed ; he  let  her  hand  fall,  and 
stepped  back. 

“ So  you  knew  it,”  he  said;  “and  with  that  knowl- 
edge you  stood  quietly  by  and  saw  me  wrestle  with 
a senseless  passion ; saw  me  finally  succumb  to  the 
weakness.  By  Heaven!  it  is  too  much,  too  much!” 

His  voice  was  still  constrained  and  low,  but  some- 
thing in  it  foretold  the  coming  outbreak. 

Gabrielle  felt  herself  powerless,  defenseless, 
against  his  accusations.  She  made  an  attempt, 
however,  to  meet  and  refute  them. 

“Hear  me,  Arno.  You  are  mistaken.  I have  not 
deceived  you,  nor  betrayed  you.  If  I knew  any- 
thing  ” 

“Say  no  more!”  he  interrupted  her,  with  terrible 
vehemence.  “I  will  hear  nothing.  I know  enough. 
Your  silence  just  now  spoke  more  plainly  than 
words.  Justify  your  conduct  to  him,  to  your 
‘George;’  confess  to  him  that  you  could  not  keep 
his  secret  to  the  last  moment.  He  wull  perhaps  for- 
give you.  The  warning  would,  any  way,  have 
come  too  late.  This  I will  own,  I did  him  an  in- 
justice in  declaring  him  to  be  a commonplace  per- 
son, not  above  the  ordinary  run  of  men.  Evidently 
he  is  not  afraid  to  leave  accustomed  grooves,  to  un- 
dertake feats  which  no  one  has  ventured  on  before 
him,  and  which  no  one,  I think,  in  future  will  care 
to  emulate.  He  may  possibly  make  his  way  with 
it,  this  young  assessor,  whom  yesterday  nobody 
knew,  and  whose  name  will  to-morrow  be  in  every- 
body’s mouth,  simply  because  he  has  had  the 
audacity  to  whet  his  sword  and  attack  me.  But  he 
will  pay  dearly  for  the  notoriety,  I give  you  my 
word  for  that.  As  yet  I have  never  feared  a foe, 
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nor  shrunk  from  a contest,  and  this  onslaught 
would  have  moved  me  as  little  as  the  rest.  The 
thought  that  you  were  in  league  with  him,  that  you 
— you  had  betrayed  me,  this,  and  only  this  it  is, 
which  has  procured  my  enemies  the  satisfaction 
and  triumph  of  seeing  me  for  once  thrown  off  my 
balance.” 

His  voice  faltered  a little  as  he  spoke  the  last 
words.  Through  the  man’s  fierce  wrath  at  seeing 
himself,  as  he  believed,  wounded  in  his  love  as  in 
his  honor,  came  the  sharp  quivering  pang  of  an  ex- 
ceeding bitter  pain.  At  this  tone  Gabrielle  forgot 
all  else.  She  fiew  to  him,  laid  her  two  hands  on  his 
arm,  and  would  have  spoken,  have  implored ; but  it 
was  useless.  With  a rough,  angry  movement  he 
freed  himself,  thrusting  her  from  him. 

“ Go ! I have  been  a fool,  I own,  but  the  illusion 
is  dispelled  now.  I will  not  let  myself  be  lured  on 
a second  time  by  those  eyes,  which  have  lied  to  me 
once  with  their  feigned  anxiety  and  tenderness. 
Tell  your  George  he  has  not  well  refiected  what  it  is 
to  challenge  me  to  single  combat.  He  will  soon 
make  the  experience.  Between  us  two  all  is  over, 
now  and  forever!” 

He  went.  The  door  fell  to  behind  him  with  a 
crash,  and  Gabrielle  remained  alone.  She  looked 
down  at  the  pamphlet  lying  on  the  table,  at  the 
name  printed  thereon,  but  saw  neither.  Echoing 
and  re-echoing  through  her  mind  in  dismal  iteration 
came  those  last  cruel  words.  Ah,  yes ; all  was  over 
now,  now  and  forever  I 

The  fears  entertained  that  fresh  disturbances 
might  break  out  in  the  town  were  but  too  speedily 
realized.  All  the  military  measures  had  been  taken 
in  the  most  ostensible  manner  possible,  it  being 
hoped  that  they  would  intimidate  the  population ; 
they  had,  however,  a contrary  effect,  and  only 
served  to  increase  the  general  bitter  animosity 
against  the  governor. 

Things  now  seemed  to  have  reached  a crisis. 
Much  exasperation  was  felt  at  the  arrests  which 
had  been  made  by  the  baron’s  order  some  days  be- 
fore, and  at  the  extreme  harshness  and  rigor  with 
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which  the  offenders  were  treated.  By  this  incident 
the  long-smoldering  fire  was  fanned  to  a fiame. 
A tumult  was  raised  with  a view  to  release  the  cap- 
tives, and  when  the  attempt  failed,  and  the  governor 
still  opposed  to  all  the  popular  protests  and  all  the 
importunate  clamoring  the  same  unvarying  reso- 
lute answer,  the  agitation,  which  had  been  tempor- 
arily allayed,  broke  out  afresh  with  redoubled  force. 

Evening  had  come  again  The  Government- 
house  was  in  a state  of  turmoil  and  excitement. 
Every  door,  even  to  the  main  entrance,  was  barred 
and  guarded.  The  panic-stricken  servants  thronged 
the  corridors  and  staircases,  and  outside,  before  the 
long  line  of  windows,  glittered  a file  of  bayonets. 

The  governor’s  apartments  were  the  focus  of  all 
the  busy  movement.  Messages  flowed  one  upon  the 
other;  police  officers  and  orderlies  came  and  went. 
Councilor  Moser  had  hurried  to  the  side  of  his  chief, 
who  was  to  him  a stronghold  and  rock  of  defense  in 
every  time  of  danger.  Lieutenant  Wilten,  ap- 
pointed to  command  the  castle  garrison,  was  with 
the  baron,  and  an  ambassador  from  the  insurgent 
camp  was  also  present — the  worthy  burgomaster, 
who  had  come  up  the  hill,  resolved  on  making 
that  last  attempt  which  in  the  morning  he  had 
been  induced  to  forego. 

Kaven  himself  stood  cool  and  unmoved  in  the 
midst  of  all  this  hurry  and  commotion.  He  listened 
to  the  reports  and  gave  his  orders,  not  for  an  in- 
stant disturbed  from  his  perfect  equanimity;  but 
those  about  him  had  never  seen  his  face  so  hard,  so 
rigidly  set,  as  on  this  evening. 

“For  the  last  time  I beg,  I demand  of  you  to 
abstain  from  these  extreme  measures.  There  is  yet 
time — as  yet  no  blood  has  been  shed.  In  another 
quarter  of  an  hour  it  may  be  too  late.  It  is  said  you 
have  given  orders  that  no  mercy  is  to  be  shown.  I 
cannot,  will  not  believe  this.” 

“ Am  I to  allow  the  castle  to  be  taken  by  a coup 
demainf'  the  baron  interrupted  him.  “Am  I to 
wait  until  the  entrance  is  stormed  and  I am  insulted 
here  in  my  own  apartments?  I think  I have  suffici- 
ently shown  how  distasteful  it  is  to  me  to  take  pre- 
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cautions  for  my  own  personal  safety,  but  I have  to 
answer  for  the  safety  of  others,  and,  above  all,  I 
have  to  guard  the  Government-house  from  any 
chance  of  attack.  This  is  my  simple  duty,  and  I 
intend  to  perform  it.” 

“We  have  here  to  do  with  a mere  demonstration ; 
there  is  no  question  of  an  attack,”  declared  the  bur- 
gomaster. “ But  no  matter ; you  say  the  castle  must 
be  protected  and  the  crowds  driven  back.  Well, 
this  has  been  done;  the  Castle-hill  is  lined  with 
troops — let  that  suffice.  The  agitation  down  yonder 
is  perfectly  harmless,  and  will  die  out  of  itself,  if 
left  a free  course.” 

“Colonel  Wilten  will  clear  the  streets,”  said 
Raven,  coldly.  “Should  resistance  be  offered,  he 
will  resort  to  arms.” 

“ That  would  lead  to  incalculable  trouble.  All  the 
outlets  to  the  castle  road  are  beset  by  the  military ; 
the  people  are  hedged  in  on  every  side,  and  could 
not  take  to  flight.  Do  not  let  it  come  to  this,  your 
excellency.  Hundreds  of  lives  are  at  stake.” 

“ The  order  and  safety  of  the  town  are  at  stake, 
and  they  may  no  longer  remain  at  the  mercy  of  this 
rabble.”  There  was  an  uncompromising,  deter- 
mined ring  in  the  baron’s  voice.  “I  have  dallied 
long  enough,  postponing  this  measure.  Now  it  has 
been  decided  on,  and  will  be  carried  into  execution. 
If  the  streets  are  cleared  at  once,  without  oppo- 
sition, there  is  no  reason  for  uneasiness ; in  the 
opposite  case,  the  consequences  must  be  on  the 
heads  of  the  insurgents.” 

At  this  moment  the  door  was  opened,  and  the  sup- 
erintendent of  police  came  in. 

“Well,  how  goes  it?” 

“ I have  withdrawn  my  men  from  the  principal 
centers.”  replied  the  functionary  addressed. 
“ We  can  do  no  more.  The  excitement  is  increasing 
every  minute ; it  seems  they  mean  to  resist.  I have 
just  had  some  wounded  men  brought  up  to  the 
castle.  There  was  no  possibility  of  getting  them 
transported  to  the  town.  They  must  be  taken  in 
here  for  the  present.”  ^ ^ ^ , , 

“How  is  it  there  are  wounded  already?”  asked 
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the  burgomaster.  “ Ten  minutes  ago,  when  I came 
up  the  hill,  there  had  been  no  collision  with  the 
troops.” 

“These  casualties  occurred  some  time  ago,  before 
the  soldiers  were  called  out,  while  we  were  bearing 
the  brunt  alone.  Two  of  my  men  got  very  roughly 
handled  then,  and,  unfortunately,  a third  person 
was  injured,  one  in  no  way  concerned  in  the  row,  a 
doctor  who  had  come  to  the  rescue  and  applied 
bandages  to  the  wounded.  He  had  finished  his 
work  and  was  going  off,  when  one  of  the  stones, 
which  were  falling  thick  and  fast,  struck  him  and 
felled  him  to  the  earth.  It  is  that  Dr.  Brunnow  of 
whom  we  were  speaking  this  morning,”  added  the 
superintendent,  turning  to  Councilor  Moser. 

“ Who?”  asked  Raven,  quickly.  He  had  caught 
the  last  words. 

“ A young  doctor  who  has  been  staying  here  for 
the  last  few  weeks.  Max  Brunnow  by  name.  His 
father  lives  in  Switzerland,  whither  he  had  to  fly 
for  political  motives.  He  took  a prominent  part  in 
the  last  revolution.” 

The  superintendent  let  fall  these  remarks  in  an 
easy  and,  apparently,  pointless  manner ; but  as  he 
spoke,  he  kept  a vigilant  watch  on  the  baron.  He 
alone  saw  the  almost  imperceptible  change  of  color, 
and  heard  the  slight  tremor  of  emotion  in  the 
question : 

“Is  the  young  man’s  wound  serious?” 

“ I fear  so — perhaps  even  mortal.  He  lies  in  a 
state  of  unconsciousness.  The  stone  struck  him 
on  the  head.” 

“Every  attention  shall  be  given  to  the  wounded 
man ;”  the  baron  stepped  toward  the  door,  but  be- 
thought himself  and  paused.  The  burgomaster’s 
look  of  surprise,  and  the  keen  observant  glance  of 
the  lynx-eyed  superintendent,  no  doubt  reminded 
him  that  this  sudden  show  of  sympathy  on  his  part 
was  in  too  glaring  contrast  to  that  indifference  to 
the  loss  of  human  life  he  had  hitherto  manifested. 
“I  will  myself  give  all  needful  orders,”  he  added 
slowly,  and  laid  his  hand  on  the  bell. 

“The  major-domo  has  already  made  every  ar- 
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rangement,  and  has  shown  the  utmost  thoughtful- 
ness. It  is  unnecessary  that  you  should  trouble 
yourself,  your  excellency.” 

The  baron  walked  up  to  the  window  in  silence. 
A long  pause  followed,  during  which  many  critical 
minutes  sped  by. 

“I  will  return  to  the  town,”  said  the  burgomaster, 
breaking  the  silence  at  length.  “ Am  I to  take  those 
words  as  your  excellency’s  final  decision?” 

The  baron  turned.  The  shade  of  some  inward 
conflict  was  on  his  face,  as  he  replied : 

“Colonel  Wilten  has  command  in  the  town.  I 
cannot  interfere  with  his  plans.  The  military  ar- 
rangements rest  with  him.” 

“ But  the  colonel  acts  under  your  instructions.  A 
word  from  you,  and  he  will  refrain  from  active  in- 
tervention, at  least.  Speak  the  word.  We  are  all 
waiting  for  it,  earnestly  desiring  it.” 

Again  some  seconds  passed.  Deep  furrows 
gathered  on  Raven’s  brow  as  he  stood  thinking. 
Suddenly  he  drew  himself  up  and  called  the  young 
officer  to  him. 

“Lieutenant  Wilten,  can  you  leave  your  post  here 
at  the  castle  for  a quarter  of  an  hour?  I would  ask 
you  to  go  over  to  your  father  yourself.” 

He  paused  and  listened.  From  the  town  there 
came  a sound,  distant  but  not  to  be  mistaken — the 
crack  of  firearms. 

“Great  Heaven!  those  are  shots!”  cried  Councilor 
Moser,  starting  up  in  terror,  while  the  two  men  at 
his  side  hurried  to  the  window. 

The  darkness  prevented  their  seeing  anything, 
but  sight  was  superfluous  in  this  case.  A second, 
a third  time  came  the  sharp,  quick,  cracking  sound 
— then  all  was  still. 

“The  message-  would  be  useless  now,”  said  the 
young  officer  in  a low  voice,  addressing  the  baron. 
“They  have  opened  fire  already.” 

Raven  answered  not  a syllable.  He  stood  motion- 
less, leaning  his  hand  on  the  table,  his  eyes  directed 
toward  the  window;  but,  a minute  later,  as  the 
other  two  came  back  from  thence,  he  turned  to  the 
burgomaster  and  said : 
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“You  see  it  is  too  late.  I cannot  interfere  now,  if 
I would.” 

“I  see,”  said  the  old  man,  with  trenchant  bitter- 
ness. “ There  is  blood  now  between  you  and  us,  so 
all  discussion  is  at  an  end.  I have  not  a word 
more  to  say.” 


CHAPTER  XIY. 

A SICK-BED  CONFESSION. 

If  ever  any  one  had  cause  to  ruminate  on  the 
strange  sport  of  destiny,  that  person  surely  was 
Councilor  Moser ; for  wayward  chance  had  played 
him  as  sorry  a trmk  as  could  well  be  imagined.  He, 
the  most  faithful  subject  of  a most  gracious  sov- 
ereign, the  incarnation  of  loyalty,  the  sworn  foe  of 
every  revolutionary^  and  democratic  tendency,  had 
lived  to  see  the  son  of  a traitor  to  king  and  state 
lodged  beneath  his  roof,  admitted  to  the  sanctuary 
of  his  home — while,  bitterest  reflection  of  all,  to 
the  imprudent  and  over-hasty  conduct  of  his  own 
daughter  must  he  ascribe  the  calamity  which  had 
overtaken  him. 

There  was  no  denying  the  fact  that  Agnes  Moser 
had  alone  been  to  blame  for  what  had  happened, 
though,  no  doubt,  she  had  been  actuated  by  the 
most  pious  motives.  Agnes  had  always  looked  on 
the  short  space  of  time  which  she  was  to  spend  in 
her  father’s  house  before  entering  on  her  chosen 
vocation,  simply  as  an  interval  of  preparation  for 
the  life  that  was  to  follow.  The  law-writer’s  sick 
wife  was  by  no  means  the  only  person  on  whom  she 
had  bestowed  her  care  and  attention.  Wherever 
comfort  and  consolation  were  needed,  in  the  castle 
itself  or  its  immediate  neighborhood,  there  would 
be  found  this  young  girl,  so  rarely  seen  at  other 
times,  ready,  in  her  quiet,  self-sacriflcing  Avay,  to 
relieve  the  suffering  and  afflicted;  and  what,  in 
another  case  might  have  appeared  singular  and  ex- 
cited conduct,  was  from  her  received  as  a matter  of 
course.  It  seemed  perfectly  natural,  therefore,  that 
when  the  wounded  men  were  brought  up  to  the 
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castle,  Fraulein  Moser  should  take  her  part  in  the 
work  of  succor,  and^her  proposal  to  have  Dr.  Brun- 
now,  whose  case  was  by  far  the  worst,  carried  to 
her  father’s  room,  where  she  could  attend  to  him 
herself,  met  with  prompt  and  cordial  acceptance. 
The  governor  had  given  an  order  that  every  care  and 
attention  were  to  be  shown  the  injured  men,  and 
more  especially  the  young  doctor,  who  had  so 
nearly  lost  his  life  in  the  exercise  of  his  professional 
duty,  and  surely  he  could  be  entrusted  to  no  better 
hands  than  these.  His  precarious  condition  would 
oblige  him  to  remain  at  the  castle  for  the  present, 
while  the  two  policemen,  whose  injuries  were  of  a 
less  serious  nature,  might  be  transported  to  the  town 
on  the  following  day.  The  major-domo  caught  at 
the  chance  of  fulfilling  his  master’s  instructions  so 
precisely. 

But  the  councilor  was  by  no  means  so  satisfied 
with  the  position  of  affairs.  He  worked  himself 
into  a fury  on  seeing  this  treasonable  patient  in- 
stalled in  his  home,  and  insisted  on  his  immediate 
removal.  Here,  however,  he  was  met  by  a resis- 
tance as  decided  as  his  own.  For  the  first  time  in 
her  life  the  gentle,  quiet  Agnes  displayed  an  un- 
yielding obstinacy,  refusing  absolutely  to  obey  her 
father  in  this  matter ; and  as  that  determined  per- 
son, Frau  Christine,  declared  herself  on  the  side  of 
her  young  mistress,  Moser  was  out- voted  and  van- 
quished. He  was  given  to  understand  that  a man 
so  dangerously  ill  could  not  be  moved  without  risk 
to  his  life,  and  that  he  who  turned  him  out  of  doors 
would  incur  the  guilt  of  manslaughter ; and  the 
councilor  at  length  seemed  to  grasp  the  truth  of 
this  reasoning,  but  it  did  not  lessen  his  despair. 
Raven  promised  to  shield  the  councilor  from  any 
doubts  on  the  score  of  his  loyalty,  and  even  de- 
clared that  he  would  send  round  his  own  physician 
to  the  patient.  It  was  incumbent  on  them,  he  said, 
to  show  all  interest  in  the  young  doctor,  who  had 
behaved  with  so  much  courage  and  proper  feeling. 
The  councilor  was  fain  to  submit  to  this  high 
authority,  but  he  did  so  with  a heavy  heart. 

On  the  third  morning  after  Max  Brunnow’s  ac- 
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cident,  the  doctor  who  was  attending  him  called  to 
pay  his  usual  professional  visjj;.  He  was  a small 
spare  man,  with  flaxen  hair,  mild-looking  eyes,  and 
a very  gentle  voice.  On  coming  in,  he  met  the 
master  of  the  house,  who  was  on  the  point  of  leav- 
ing for  his  office,  and  a short  conference  took  place 
between  the  two  gentlemen. 

“No,  councilor,  I have  little,  I may  say  no  hope, 
of  saving  our  patient.  He  is  in  a bad  way — a very 
bad  way.  We  must  hold  ourselves  prepared  for 
the  worst.  ” 

“You  have  not  seen  him  to-day,”  said  the  coun- 
cilor. “ My  daughter  tells  me  he  has  passed  a very 
quiet  night.  ” 

The  little  doctor  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“ Ah,  weakness — coma ! There  was  great  loss  of 
blood,  and  after  the  violent  traumatic  fever,  ex- 
treme exhaustion  was  sure  to  follow.  I tell  you,  in 
my  opinion,  he  will  not  rally.” 

“I  am  sorry  to  hear  it,”  said  the  councilor.  Be- 
fore the  dread  shadow  of  death  his  rancor  yielded, 
and  compassion  gained  the  upper  hand.  “And  my 
daughter  will  be  sorry,  too.  She  has  taken  all  the 
nursing  on  herself,  and  has  zealously  kept  watch 
by  the  sick-bed.  1 fear,  indeed,  that  Agnes  is  over- 
taxing her  strength,  for  I have  never  seen  her  look 
so  pale.  I had  really  to  insist  this  morning — to 
compel  her  to  go  and  take  some  rest  after  sitting 
up  all  night.” 

“ Yes,  Fraulein  Moser  is  an  admirable  nurse.  She 
has  all  the  zeal  and.  devotion  necessary  for  her  future 
vocation,  and  I am  persuaded  that  her  life  will  be 
fruitful  of  blessing  to  others.  In  this  case,  how- 
ever, her  exertions  will  soon  be  at  an  end.  I fear 
the  poor  fellow’s  hours  are  numbered.  He  will 
hardly  last  through  the  day.” 

Meanwhile  the  physician  had  betaken  himself  to 
the  sick-room.  He  entered  with  the  cautious,  noise 
less  step  with  which  it  seems  natural  to  approach 
the  dying.  Frau  Christine,  who  had  relieved  her 
young  mistress  for  a short  time,  sat  by  the  bedside. 
The  doctor  exchanged  a few  words  with  her  in  a 
whisper,  and  then  sent  her  to  fetch  fresh  com- 
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presses.  Going  up  to  the  bed,  he  bent  over  the 
patient,  who  suddenly  awoke  and  opened  his  eyes, 
apparently  in  possession  of  full  consciousness. 

“How  do  you  feel  yourself,  my  dear  sir?”  asked 
the  little  doctor,  in  a very  gentle  "tone. 

“Pretty  well,  thank  you,”  replied  the  sick  man, 
whose  roving  eyes  seemed  to  be  seeking  something. 
“What  has  been  the  matter  with  me?” 

“You  have  been  badly  wounded;  but  make  your 
mind  easy — I will  do  all  that  can  be  done.  You  are 
in  good  hands.” 

Max,  having  searched  the  whole  room  without 
finding  what  he  sought,  now  turned  his  attention  to 
the  speaker,  and  calmly  surveyed  him. 

“A  colleague,  I presume?”  said  he.  “Whom 
have  I the  honor ” 

“My  name  is  Berndt,”  replied  his  brother  practi- 
tioner. “His  excellency  the  governor,  who  has 
shown  the  greatest  sympathy  for  you  during  your 
illness,  would  have  sent  his  own  physician.  My 
distinguished  friend.  Dr. , is,  however,  unfor- 

tunately indisposed  himself,  so  I,  as  his  assistant, 
have  undertaken  the  case.  But  you  must  not  talk, 
nor,  above  all,  move ; answer  my  questions  by  signs 
if  you  find  it  difficult  to  speak.  You  are  low  and 
exhausted,  and  require  the  utmost ” 

He  stopped  aghast,  for  the  condemned  man,  hav- 
ing pulled  himself  together  with  a vigorous  jerk,  sat 
bolt  upright,  and  asked,  in  a voice  which  was  any- 
thing but  faint : 

“What  has  become  of  my  nurse?  She  used  to 
stay  with  me  always.” 

“ Fraulein  Moser,  do  you  mean  ? She  has  gone  to 
get  a little  rest,  after  having  watched  by  your  bed- 
side all  night.  You  have  indeed  been  nursed  with 
devoted  care.  That  young  lady  is  an  angel  of 
mercy.” 

“Mercy?”  repeated  Max,  with  protracted  em- 
phasis. “Yes,  as  you  say,  a too  intimate  acquain- 
tance with  the  pavement  of  your  agreeable  town  has 
thrown  me  on  the  mercy  of  mankind.  Confounded 
misuse  of  paving-stones  to  shy  them  at  people’s 
heads!” 
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‘‘Do  not  excite  yourself,  my  dear  colleague,”  im- 
plored Dr.  Berndt,  gently.  “No  agitation,  I beg. 
Quiet,  rest,  and  the  greatest  caution ! But  now  that 
you  are  yourself  again,  is  there  no  wish,  no  desire 
you  would  like  to  express?” 

His  face  said  plainly  that  he  expected  nothing 
less  than  a last  will  or  dying  bequest. 

Ignoring  such  subjects,  however,  the  patient  re- 
plied with  perfect  equanimity : 

“ Certainly ; I have  the  most  pressing  wish  and 
desire  for  something  to  eat.”  • 

“To  eat!”  asked  the  doctor,  in  surprise.  “To  eat! 
Well,  if  you  like,  we  may  try  a little  beef- tea.” 

“A  little  won't  do,”  said  Max.  “I  shall  want  a 
great  deal ; but  I think  1 would  rather  have  some- 
thing a trifle  more  substantial  than  beef-tea.  A 
steak,  now — in  fact,  I could  eat  two.” 

“Dear,  dear,  dear!”  exclaimed  the  little  Escula- 
pius,  laying  his  Angers  on  the  sick  man's  pulse,  for 
he  began  to  think  his  patient  was  delirious.  But 
Max  drew  away  his  hand  impatiently. 

“ Don't  make  such  a fuss  about  that  crack  in  my 
head-piece.  It  will  be  well  in  a week.  I know  my 
constitution.” 

Dr.  Berndt  looked  with  commiseration  at  this 
poor  deluded  creature,  who  had  so  little  knowledge 
of  his  situation. 

“You  mistake  your  condition,  my  friend.  You 
are  very  ill,  notwithstanding  this  flicker  of  vitality. 
You  have  lain  two  whole  days  prostrated  by  a 
violent  fever.” 

“That  is  no  reason  why  I should  not  feel  very 
well  on  the  third,  when  the  fever  has  left  me. 
Flicker  of  vitality  I Do  you  really  imagine  I am  in 
danger?” 

“I  do  not  imagine  it — it  is  a fact,”  said  Dr. 
Berndt,  a little  piqued.  “ Seriously,  I fear ” 

“You  need  not  fear  anything  at  all,”  interrupted 
Max.  “ I have  not  the  smallest  intention  of  going 
over  to  the  majority  at  present.  But  now,  have  the 
goodness  to  tell  me  exactly  how  I have  been 
treated.” 

It  was  only  when  the  question  was  reiterated  in 
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a louder  key,  and  with  audible  impatience,  that  he 
vouchsafed  the  desired  details,  and  related,  with 
much  self-complacency,  the  various  measures  he 
had  adopted  to  rescue  the  sick  man  from  the  jaws 
of  death. 

Max  listened  rather  disdainfully. 

“ My  respected  colleague,  you  might  have  done 
better,”  said,  he,  in  his  rough,  outspoken  way.  “I 
don’t  approve  of  violent  remedies.  I never  have  re- 
course to  them  in  slight  cases,  but  let  nature  act, 
doing  what  1 can  to  assist  her.” 

“But  this  was  not  a slight  case,”  cried  the  little 
doctor,  who,  in  spite  of  his  mild  temper,  was  begin- 
ning to  get  angry.  “I  tell  you,  your  condition  was 
a most  precarious  one.  It  is  so  still,  indeed,  as  you 
will  find  when  this  momentary  excitement  is  over.” 

“ And  I tell  you  that  I am  doing  very  well,”  cried 
Max,  still  louder ; “ and  that  there  is  not  the  small- 
est prospect  of  any  danger.  I am  a decided  op- 
ponent of  this  method  of  treatment.  I consider  it 
useless,  injurious  even.  You  may  thank  God  that 
my  robust  constitution  has  held  out  under  these 
experiments,  otherwise  you  would  have  had  the 
death  of  a brother  practitioner  on  your  conscience.” 

Dr.  Berndt  grew  purple  with  indignation. 

“ I follow  the  method  of  my  friend.  Dr. , Pro- 

fessor of  Therapeutics,  and  consulting  physician  to 
his  excellency.  The  professor  is  one  of  our  first 
authorities.  He  holds  a most  important  position  in 
the  university  here,  and  his  system  is  attended 
with  marvelous  success.” 

The  little  doctor  raised  his  mild  voice  to  as  loud 
and  shrill  a pitch  as  possible,  but  in  vain,  for  Max 
with  his  strong  lungs  quite  overpowered  him. 

“I  don’t  care  a rap  for  the  Professor  of  Thera- 
peutics. We  have  far  greater  authorities  at  our 

university  of  Z , and  our  success  is  infinitely 

more  marvelous.  But  we  do  not  cling  to  tradition 
and  routine,  like  you  gentlemen  here  in  this 
patriarchal  R .” 

Hereupon  the  two  medical  men  fell  into  a profes- 
sional dispute,  which  grew  so  violent  that  Frau 
Christine  hurried  in  from  the  next  room  in  alarm. 
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Finally  the  little  doctor  seized  his  hat  in  a rage  and 
cried : 

“If  you  know  everything  so  much  better  than 
anyone  else,  treat  yourself  in  future,  if  you  please. 
I shall  let  the  governor  know  your  precise  state, 
and  shall  at  the  same  time  tell  his  excellency  that  I 
have  never  yet  met  with  such  a patient — a man 
who  yesterday  lay  at  death’s  door,  and  who  to-day 
flings  the  grossest  insults  at  me  and  at  the  whole 
body  of  the  faculty  here.  You  are  right,  sir.  Such 
a constitution  as  yours  is  unique.  You  put  every 
diagnosis  to  shame.  I wish  you  a good-morning.” 

So  saying,  he  left  the  room  tempestuously.  Frau 
Christine,  who  had  not  understood  a word  of  the 
business,  stared  after  him  in  astonishment,  and 
then  went  up  to  the  invalid  for  an  explanation. 

“Goodness  me,  what  is  the  matter?  What  has 
happened?  The  doctor  is  running  away  in  a perfect 
fury,  and  you ” 

“Let  him  run,”  said  Max,  leaning  back  com- 
posedly. “ That  man  and  brother  is  bent  on  mak- 
ing of  me  a candidate  for  heaven.  He  has  very 
nearly  killed  me  with  his  stupid  proceedings.  Now, 
I will  take  my  treatment  into  my  own  hands,  and 
set  about  it  at  once,  too.  Dear  Frau  Christine,  I 
do  beg  of  you,  in  the  most  earnest  and  affectionate 
manner,  bring  me  something  to  eat.” 

It  might  be  about  an  hour  later  that  Agnes  Moser, 
after  a short  interval  of  rest,  of  which  she  stood  but 
too  much  in  need,  prepared  again  to  take  her  place 
by  the  bedside  whence,  during  the  last  few  days, 
she  had  hardly  stirred. 

Meanwhile  Dr.  Brunnow  had  followed  out  his  own 
prescription  with  an  exactitude  which  left  nothing 
to  be  desired,  much  to  the  delight  of  Frau  Christine, 
who  thought  the  doctor  showed  great  discernment 
in  his  mode  of  treatment.  But  in  vain  did  she  preach 
to  him  to  try  and  get  a little  sleep.  Max  declared 
that  he  did  not  want  to  sleep,  and  occupied  himself 
exclusively  with  watching  the  door  through  which 
Agnes  must  enter.  When  in  the  short  space  of  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  he  presumed  to  ask  three  times 
where  his  nurse  was,  and  what  she  could  be  doing, 
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Christine  grew  soniewhat  irritated.  She  looked 
the  patient  sternly  in  the  face,  and  said,  without 
any  beating  about  the  bush  : 

“ What’s  all  this  that  is  going  on  between  you 
and  Fraulein  Agnes,  doctor?  There  is  something 
underneath,  something  hidden ; I have  seen  that  for 
a long  while.” 

Max  preferred  to  make  no  answer;  but  this 
availed  him  little.  The  housekeeper  went  on,  in  her 
blunt,  straightforward  way: 

“ Don’t  trouble  yourself  to  try  and  impose  on  me. 
I have  not  been  in  and  out  of  this  room  all  these 
days  for  nothing.  Do  you  think  I have  not  seen 
how  the  poor  child  has  been  fretting,  and  the 
change  that  came  over  you  whenever  Agnes  went 
near  you?  I know  all  about  it,  I assure  you ; you 
won’t  deceive  me.” 

“Frau  Christine,  what  a wonderfully  wise  wo- 
man you  are!”  said  the  young  doctor.  “You  sit 
there  and  tell  me  things  which  three  days  ago  I did 
not  so  much  as  guess  at,  and  of  which  Fraulein 
Agnes  is  now  as  ignorant  as  I was.  But,  unfor- 
tunately, you  are  right.  Nemesis  has  overtaken 
me.  I am  hopelessly,  head  over  ears,  in  love.” 

Christine  nodded.  “ I have  known  that  ever  so 
long.  But  what  is  to  come  of  it?  I have  not  worried 
myself  much  about  the  matter  so  far,  because  Dr. 
Berndt  made  so  sure  you  were  going  to  die,  and 
that  would  have  ende^  everything;  but  now  it 
seems  there  is  no  likelinood  of  your  popping  off  at 
present ” 

“No  likelihood  at  all,”  interpolated  the  patient. 

“Well,  then,  I should  like  to  ask  what  is  to  be- 
come of  you  and  my  young  lady  ?” 

“What  is  to  become  of  us?  Why,  a married 
couple,  to  be  sure.  What  else  should  become  of 
us?” 

Contrary  to  Max’s  expectation,  Frau  Christine 
did  not  appear  shocked  or  horrified  at  this  answer. 
Nevertheless,  she  shook  her  head  gravely : 

“ There  will  never  be  any  question  of  that.  Have 
you  forgotten  that  Fraulein  Agnes  is  going  into  a 
convent?” 
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“Oh,  that  plan  will  come  to  nothing,”  decided 
Max.  “She  is  not  in  yet,  and  I will  take  care  she 
does  not  go  in.  But — this  is  most  important — you 
must  not  tell  your  young  lady  that  I am  better,  nor 
say  a word  to  her  about  my  discussion  with  the 
doctor,  and  the  excellent  appetite  I have  since  de- 
veloped. I will  tell  her  all  that  myself.” 

Christine  looked  rather  startled  at  receiving  these 
instructions. 

“ Doctor,  you  will  not  be  so  unscrupulous  as  to  go 
and  act  a part  with  that  poor  child?”  she  asked. 

“I  am  horribly  unscrupulous  in  such  matters,” 
declared  the  doctor,  with  sweet,  equable  frankness. 
“Besides,  all  I ask  of  you  is  to  keep  silence  until  I 
have  spoken  to  Fraulein  Agnes.  We’ll  settle  the 
rest,  afterward.” 

The  required  promise  could  not  be  given,  for  at 
this  juncture  Agnes  came  in. 

That  prudent  youth.  Dr.  Brunnow,  took  good 
care  not  to  display  the  fine  animation  which  his 
late  medical  discussion  had  called  forth  in  a manner 
surprising  as  it  was  satisfactory.  He  thought  fit, 
by  way  of  answer,  feebly  to  hold  out  his  hand  to  the 
young  girl. 

Frau  Christine  thought  he  was  acting  abomin- 
ably, but  she  was  too  well  disposed  toward  the 
secret  design  which  prompted  this  abominable  con- 
duct to  rise  in  open  revolt  against  it.  She  merely 
reported,  therefore,  that  Dr.  Berndt  had  called,  but 
had  left  no  new  instructions,  and  seized  the  first  op- 
portunity of  hurrying  from  the  room  and  leaving 
the  young  people  together. 

Agnes  had  re-assumed  her  functions  as  nurse. 

“Take  your  medicine  now,”  she  begged.  “Dr. 
Berndt  directed  me  to  give  it  regularly.  He  only 
wrote  this  new  prescription  yesterday  evening.” 

“ Dr.  Berndt  gives  me  up  for  lost,”  replied  Max,  “ so 
it  is  quite  useless  for  me  to  take  his  physic.” 

“Ho,  no;  don’t  think  that,”  entreated  Agnes, 
soothingly,  her  anxious  face  belying  her  words. 
“ He  only  said  that  your  illness  might  take  a dan- 
gerous turn ” 

“I  spoke  to  him  myself  this  morning,”  interrupted 
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the  young  doctor,  “ and  heard  his  sentence  from  his 
own  lips.  He  believes  my  wounds  to  be  mortal.” 

Agnes  set  down  the  medicine  bottle,  and  hid  her 
face  in  her  hands.  Presently  he  heard  a half- 
stifled  sob. 

“Agnes,  would  it  grieve  you  if  I were  to  die?” 

The  question  came  in  a remarkably  soft  and  ten- 
der tone  from  Dr.  Brunnow’s  lips — mildness  and  ten- 
derness not  being  among  that  gentleman’s  ordinary 
characteristics: 

“ I think  I have  betrayed  so  much  to  you,  that  you 
need  not  hesitate  to  confess  that  those  tears  are  fall- 
ing for  me.  It  is  only  within  the  last  few  days, 
since  I have  been  under  your  care,  that  I have 
known  how  matters  really  stood  with  me,  or,  may  I 
say,  with  us  both?” 

The  girl  had  sunk  on  her  knees  by  the  bedside 
and  buried  her  face  in  the  pillows. 

“ 1 shall  never  forget  you,”  she  sobbed.  “What  in 
life  I never  should  have  owned  to  you,  now  in  the 
presence  of  death  I may  confess — my  love  is  endless, 
unspeakable ; it  will  reach  beyond  the  grave.  It  is 
no  sin  to  think  of  a departed  one,  and  to  send  mes- 
sages on  the  wings  of  prayer — this  I shall  do  daily, 
when  the  quiet  convent  walls  have  shut  me  in 
forever.” 

Earnest  and  touching  as  were  her  accents,  this 
confession  hardly  satisfied  Max.  He  had  not  the 
smallest  wish  to  be  worshiped  as  a departed  spirit, 
and  communications  with  the  other  world  were  by 
no  means  to  his  taste. 

“It  would  be  sn,  in  case  of  my  death,”  he  said ; 
“but  what  if  I should  live,  after  all?”  Agnes  raised 
her  dark,  tearful  eyes,  with  an  expression  of  the 
utmost  perplexity.  She  had  evidently  not  thought 
of  this.  “I  believe  that  would  not  quite  suit  you,” 
cried  Max,  resentfully. 

“Not  suit  me?  Oh,  how  can  you  say  so!  Why,” 
cried  the  young  girl,  with  a burst  of  feeling,  “ I 
would  willingly  give  my  life  to  save  yours,  if  that 
were  possible!” 

“You  shall  not  be  asked  to  give  your  life,”  de- 
clared Max,  whose  conscience  smote  him  as  he  saw 
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how  true  ana  deep  was  the  poor  girl’s  grief.  “All 
you  will  have  to  give  up  is  a foolish  idea  which 
would  make  us  both  miserable  were  you  to  cling  to 
it.  Agnes,  you  are  mistaken  in  thinking  my  con- 
dition a hopeless  one.  I have,  in  fact,  hardly  been 
in  danger  at  all ; and  this  morning  any  doubt  as  to 
my  recovery  has  altogether  disappeared.  It  will  be 
quite  useless  to  go  back  on  your  word— to  try  and 
recall  what  you  have  said.  You  may  refuse  me  a 
hundred  times,  it  will  make  no  difference.  In 
spite  of  all  and  everything,  you  will  be  my  wife.” 

Agnes  started  up.  “Never.  You  must  not  think 
of  that.  I have  given  myself  to  a religious  life.  I 
must  return  to  the  convent  very  shortly.” 

“Not  if  I know  it,”  answered  the  young  doctor, 
stoutly.  “ The  convent  people  have  no  voice  in  the 
matter.  Happily,  you  are  quite  free  as  yet ; you 
have  taken  no  vows.” 

“ I have  taken  vows  mentally,  to  myself.  I have 
promised  the  abbess  and  my  confessor,  and  this 
promise  is  as  binding  as  an  oath  taken  at  the  altar.” 

“ I have  no  objection  whatever  to  your  taking  an 
oath  before  the  altar,”  remarked  Max,  “but  I must 
be  present  on  the  occasion,  and  swear  myself  in  at 
the  same  time,  as  is  usual  at  nuptial  ceremonies. 
If  the  lady  abbess  and  our  friend  the  confessor  at- 
tempt to  interfere,  they  will  have  to  deal  with  me. 
I shall  soon  settle  with  them.  I’ll  make  such  a stir 
among  the  whole  spiritual  community,  that ” 

“For  Heaven’s  sake  do  not  be  so  violent!”  im- 
plored the  girl,  with  deep  anxiety.  “ This  excite- 
ment may  be  most  hurtful,  may  be  fatal  to  you. 
Do — do  compose  yourself,  I entreat  you!” 

“We  two  must  come  to  a clear  understanding 
first,”  declared  Dr.  Brunnow,  in  his  old  dictatorial 
way.  Then  he  poured  forth  on  Agnes  a torrent  of 
arguments,  of  reasons  irrefutable,  such  as  he  had 
lately  showered  on  his  unfortunate  colleague,  prov- 
ing to  her,  clear  as  day,  that  she  was  his  betrothed 
now,  and  that,  come  what  might,  she  must  one  day 
be  his  wife,  until  the  poor  girl,  quite  bewildered  and 
stupefied,  began  at  last  to  think  he  was  right,  and 
the  matter  really  stood  as  he  put  it.  Agnes  still 
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wept,  it  is  true,  and  still  said,  ISTo,  no,  it  could  never 
be,  she  would  go  back  to  the  convent;  but  when 
Max,  unheeding  this,  took  her  in  his  arms  and 
kissed  her,  she  bore  it  with  docility,  and  the  young 
man  himself  seemed  to,  entertain  no  doubt  whatever 
of  his  victory,  for  he  murmured  sotto  voce,  and 
drawing  a long  breath,  “Well,  we  have  managed 
that  business  successfully,  thanks  to  the  remarkable 
stupidity  of  my  worthy  colleague.  Blessings  on  the 
old  blockhead!” 


CHAPTER  XV. 

DOCTOR  FRANZ. 

Dr.  Brunnow  was  unfortunately,  soon  to  learn 
from  experience  that  the  quality  he  vaunted  in  his 
colleague  may,  under  given  circumstances,  lead  to 
serious  complications.  The  day  passed  by  quickly 
enough,  and  in  spite  of  all  the  excitement  he  had 
gone  through,  the  patient  found  himself  in  such  ex- 
cellent ease  that  even  Agnes,  in  whose  mind  grave 
doubt  had  lingered,  began  to  believe  in  the  fact  of 
his  safety. 

Evening  was  drawing  on  apace,  and  it  was  quite 
dusk  out  of  doors  when  Agnes  came  in,  carrying  a 
carefully-shaded  lamp,  and  informed  Max  that  an 
elderly  gentleman,  a certain  Dr.  Franz,  had  just 
arrived,  and  after  inquiring  minutely  and  with 
much  interest  as  to  the  state  of  his.  Dr.  Brunnow’s 
health,  had  begged  to  be  allowed  to  see  him. 

Max  took  the  card  on  which  a few  words  were 
penciled.  “Dr.  Franz?  I suppose  my  respected 
colleague  cannot  get  over  this  morning’s  astound- 
ing resurrection,  and  means  to  have  an  official  re- 
port of  the  case  drawn  up  in  due  form.  I will  give 
the  gentleman ” 

Suddenly  he  stopped.  As  his  eye  fell  on  the 
handwriting,  he  started  violently,  and  an  expres- 
sion of  alarm  came  over  his  features,  while  his  fin- 
gers closed  convulsively  on  the  card.  Agnes,  who 
had  raised  the  lamp-shade  to  enable  him  to  read  it, 
was  struck  by  the  change  in  him. 
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“What  is  it,  dear?”  she  asked.  “Do  you  know 
this  Dr.  Franz?” 

In  spite  of  the  convent  education,  they  had  got  so 
far  as  this  caressing  little  epithet  “ dear”  in  the 
course  of  the  day. 

“Yes,  I have  known  him  some  time,”  said  Max, 
collecting  himself  with  an  effort — try  as  he  would, 
however,  he  could  not  speak  with  quite  his  wonted 
steadiness.  “ I will  see  him,  certainly,  at  once ; and 
do  me  a favor, Agnes.  Leave  us  together  while  he 
is  here,  and  take  care  that  we  are  not  disturbed.” 

The  stranger,  a gray-haired  man  of  meager  form 
and  stooping  gait,  at  once  obeyed  the  summons. 
On  entering,  he  closed  the  door  of  the  sick-room 
quickly  behind  him,  and  hurried  up  to  the  invalid, 
who  had  raised  himself  in  his  bed,  and  stretched  out 
both  hands  to  his  visitor. 

“Father!  For  Heaven’s  sake,  what  brought  you 
here?  How  could  you  run  such  a risk?” 

For  all  answer.  Dr.  Rudolph  Brunnow  put  his 
arm  round  his  son’s  shoulders,  and  scanned  his 
features  with  a careful  anxious  scrutiny. 

“You  are  better?  They  told  me  so  outside. 
Thank  Heaven  1” 

“But  how  did  you  hear  of  my  accident?”  ques- 
tioned Max.  You  'were  not  to  have  been  told  until 
it  was  all  happily  over.  I did  not  want  to  cause 
you  useless  anxiety.” 

“ I received  a telegram  from  your  doctor,  yester- 
day. He  communicated  to  me  that  you  were  badly 
wounded,  and  in  a critical  condition.  I was  to  hold 
myself  prepared  for  the  worst.  An  hour  later  I was 
on  the  road  hither,  and  I reached  this  town  by  the 
next  express.” 

“A  confounded  old  fool!”  burst  out  Max,  in  a 
fury.  “ Is  it  not  enough  that  he  has  tormented  me 
and  all  the  people  about  me  with  this  rubbish,  that 
now  he  must  bring  you  here,  too?  If  I could  have 
guessed  it,  this  morning,  I would  have  taken  him 
to  book  in  another  fashion.” 

Dr.  Brunnow  looked  at  his  son  in  speechless 
amazement.  Then  he  heaved  a deep-drawn  sigh  of 
relief. 
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“Well,  if  you  can  fulminate  in  that  manner, 
things  cannot  be  so  very  bad,  I fancy.  I feared  to 
find  you  in  a very  different  state.  How  was  the 
clanger  so  speedily  averted?” 

“ There  never  was  any  danger.  A good  deal  of 
fever,  a Jittle  weakness,  through  loss  of  blood,  that 
was  all.  But  now  tell  me,  father ” 

“ By-and-by.  I must  look  at  this  wound  first  my- 
self,” interrupted  his  father,  still  visibly  agitated. 
“ I shall  not  be  easy  until  I have  satisfied  myself 
with  my  own  eyes.” 

He  took  off  the  bandage,  and  began  to  examine 
the  appearance  of  the  wound.  During  this  inves- 
tigation his  brow  cleared,  and  at  length  he  saicl, 
with  a little  shake  of  the  head : 

“You  are  right.  The  wound  is  deep,  and  may 
have  produced  some  serious  symptoms  at  first,  but 
it  is  not  one  involving  danger  to  life.  I don’t  un- 
derstand your  surgeon.” 

“ Heaven  have  mercy  on  the  patient  who  falls 
into  his  hands !”  said  Max,  emphatically.  “But  not- 
withstanding that  unlucky  telegram,  I cannot  think 
how  you  could  resolve  on  coming  to  this  place. 
You  know  that  you  are  under  a ban — that  the  old 
sentence  is  still  in  force.  Directly  they  recognize 
you,  you  will  be  arrested,  and  imprisoned  in  the 
citadel  again.” 

“ Do  not  make  yourself  uneasy,”  replied  his  father. 
“There  is  no  fear  whatever  of  discovery.  I am 
staying  at  an  inn  in  one  of  the  suburbs  under  an  as- 
sumed name ; besides,  I am  quite  a stranger  to  this 
town.  No  one  here  is  personally  acquainted  with 
me  except”— a cloud  came  over  his  face — “except 
the  governor,  and  it  is  not  likely  I shall  meet  him. 
We  have  both  of  us  good  reasons  to  avoid  each 
other.” 

“No  matter,  with  every  hour  you  spend  here,  you 
are  incurring  fresh  risk  to  your  freedom,  your  life. 
Did  not  you  think  of  all  this  when  you  undertook 
the  journey?” 

“No,”  returned  Brunnow,  his  voice  faltering  with 
deep  emotion.  “ I heard  that  my  only  son  lay  at 
death’s  door,  and  I said  to  myself  that,  as  a profes- 
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sional  man,  I might  possibly  find  a way  to  save  him. 

I had  no  time  to  think  of  anything  else.” 

Max  clasped  his  father’s  hand  tightly,  and  tears 
glistened  in  his  eyes,  as  he  answered: 

“ I did  not  think  you  set  so  much  value  on  my 
life,  father.  Forgive  me  if  I have  sometimes 
doubted  your  affection  for  me.  I have  not  deserved 
that  you  should  sacrifice  yourself  in  this  way.  I 
have  caused  you  worry  and  care  enough  with  my 
obstinacy,  which  has  long  refused  to  bend  to  any 
authority.” 

His  father  stopped  him. 

“Let  that  be.  Max,”  said  he.  “We  will  forget  all 
that  has  come  iDetween  us  hitherto.  Only  get  strong 
again,  then  all  will  be  well.” 

He  stooped,  and  pressed  his  lips  to  his  son’s  fore- 
head— a mark  of  tenderness  which  had  long  been 
out  of  use  between  them. 

“ You  shall  not  have  to  complain  of  your  stubborn 
son,  the  ‘realist,’  again,”  he  said  in  a low  voice.  “I 
shall  never  forget,  father,  all  that  you  have  risked 
in  my  behalf.  But  now,  promise  me  to  leave  again 
at  once.” 

“ I will  start  to-morrow  morning,”  declared  Brun- 
now ; “ but  I shall  come  up  again  early  to  see  you 
before  I go.  No  remonstrances.  Max.  Do  not  dis- 
tress yourself  with  needless  anxiety.  I tell  you, 
discovery  is  out  of  the  question.  But  now  I will 
leave  you.  You  are  greatly  in  want  of  rest,  and 
have  had  far  more  excitement  than  is  good  for  you 
in  your  condition.” 

“Bah!  it  won’t  do  me  any  harm.  I have  a first- 
rate  constitution,”  replied  Max,  refiecting  that  he 
had  that  day  gone  through  a lively  professional 
skirmish  and  a betrothal  without  detriment  to  liis 
health.  He  preferred,  however,  to  say  nothing  to 
his  father  of  his  love-affairs  for  the  present,  so  he 
chose  another  topic. 

“You  must  have  been  not  a little  surprised  to 
have  to  come  and  look  me  up  here  at  the  govern- 
ment-house?” 

“ That  I certainly  was ; and  the  name  of  Council- 
or Moser,  who,  as  I hear,  is  an  official  connected 
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with  the  chancellery,  was  quite  unfamiliar  to  me. 
I suppose  you  have  made  the  gentleman’s  acquain- 
tance during  your  stay  here,  and  have  come  to  be 
on  friendly  terms  with  him.” 

“Well,  I can’t  say  we  are  exactly  on  friendly 
terms,”  said  his  son,  dryly.  “This  councilor  is  a 
splendid  specimen  of  the  loyal,  orthodox  type,  the 
ver}^  ideal  of  a bureaucrat.  He  has  a nervous  at- 
tack whenever  he  hears  the  wbrd  ’revolution;’  and 
on  the  first  day  of  our  acquaintance  he  closed  his 
doors  on  me  because  I bear  a name  to  which,  in  his 
opinion,  the  stigma  of  treason  attaches.” 

“We  have  the  more  cause  for  gratitude  that,  not- 
withstanding his  prejudices,  he  has  received  you 
into  his  house.  We  are  both  under  a deep  obliga- 
tion to  him.  Unfortunately,  I cannot  tender  him. 
my  thanks  in  person ” 

“Don’t  think  of  such  a thing,  for  Heaven’s  sake! 
He  scents  a rebel  a mile  off ; and  though  he  does 
not  know  you,  his  instinct  of  loyalty  would  infal- 
libly warn  him  that  a traitor  was  near  at  hand.” 

“ Max,  do  not  speak  in  such  a tone  of  the  man  who 
has  accorded  to  you  hospitality  and  attention,”  said 
Brunnow,  reprovingly. 

Max  thought  to  himself  that  he  owed  his  wel- 
come to  that  house  to  other  influences  than  the 
generosity  of  its  master.  He  did  not  explain  this, 
however;  but  with  very  natural  anxiety  again 
urged  his  father  to  go,  and  to  use  every  possible 
pre^caution  to  insure  his  safety.  Dr.  Brunnow,  who 
himself  saw  that  a longer  stay  in  the  sick-room 
must  excite  surprise  , yielded  to  his  son’s  wish.  He 
took  a hasty  but  affectionate  leave  of  the  young 
man,  and  went. 

Passing  through  the  apartments  occupied  by  the 
Moser  family,  he  was  met  in  the  outer  ante-room  by 
Councilor  Moser  himself.  That  gentleman  ap- 
proached the  stranger  in  his  calm,  solemn  manner, 
and  said,  inquiringly: 

“Dr.  Franz,  I believe.” 

Brunnow  bowed  consent. 

“That  is  my  name;  and  I probably  have  the 
pleasure  of  speaking  to  Councilor  Moser?” 
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“Precisely,”  replied  that  personage,  with  a stiff 
inclination  of  the  head.  “My  daughter  tells  me 
that  you  are  a physician,  and  that  you  have  called 
at  Dr.  Berndt’s  request.  I should  like  to  hear  from 
you  whether  what  the  women  say  is  correct.  I am 
told  that  the  patient’s  condition  has  greatly  im- 
proved during  the  course  of  the  day,  and  that  there 
is  now  every  hope  of  recovery.  From  what  I 
gathered  from  your  colleague  this  morning,  I should 
say  this  is  most  unlikely — impossible,  in  fact.” 

“All  danger  is  indeed  over,”  said  the  other.  “I 
have  no  doubt  whatever  that  Mr.  Brunnow’s  life 
will  be  spared.  He  owes  his  safety,  of  course,  in  a 
great  measure  to  the  prompt  succor  and  devoted 
care  he  has  received  in  your  house.  You  must 
have  been  put  to  great  inconvenience  on  his  ac- 
count during  the  last  few  days.” 

“Yes,  indeed,  to  very  considerable  incon- 
venience,” sighed  the  councilor,  who  hardly  knew 
whether  to  rejoice  or  to  feel  wrathful  that  the 
dreaded  catastrophe  had  been  averted,  that  there 
was  to  be  no  death  in  his  house  afte?  all.  It  would 
be  just  as  bad  to  read  in  the  papers:  “The  son  of 
that  Dr.  Brunnow,  whose  name  is  so  well-known  in 
connection  with  the  late  rebellion,  has  happily  re- 
covered frv^m  the  effects  of  his  severe  injuries.  He 
has  throughout  his  illness  been  carefully  tended  at 
the  house  of  Councilor  Moser.” 

Brunnow,  for  his  part,  regarded  with  looks  full  of 
interest  this  old  gentleman  who  appeared  so  per- 
plexed and  concerned. 

“Dr.  Brunnow,”  said  he,  speaking  from  the  over- 
flowing gratitude  of  a father’s  heart — “ Dr.  Brunnow 
will,  I trust,  soon  be  able  himself  to  express  to 
you  his  deep  sense  of  your  kindness;  in  the  mean- 
time, allow  me,  as  his  old  friend,  to  address  you  in 
his  name.  I — we  thank  you,  sir — thank  you  most 
heartily  for  that  which  you  have  done.” 

“It  was  a Christian  duty,”  asserted  the  councilor, 
agreebahly  flattered  by  these  words,  which  so 
plainlv  betokened  real  and  deep  emotion;  “a  duty 
I should  in  any  case  have  fulfilled : still,  it  is 
gratifying  to  find  that  one’s  good  offices  are  ap- 
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predated  by  those  to  whom  they  have  been  ten- 
dered.” 

“ Believe  me,  we  appreciate  them  fully,  thoroughly. 
We  know  all  that  a man  in  your  position,  and  hold- 
ing your  opinions,  must  have  had  to  combat  with 
in  the  exercise  of  your  charity.  You  have  acted 
with  noble  self-abnegation.” 

So  saying,  and  carried  away  by  his  feelings,  he 
held  out  his  hand  to  the  old  gentleman. 

Poor  Councilor  Moser ! That  instinct  of  loyalty 
so  vaunted  by  Max  played  him  false  at  this  moment. 
No  inward  voice  warned  him  of  his  error  as  he  took 
that  attainted  hand,  and  gave  it  a friendly  pressure. 

“Will  you  not  come  into  the  parlor  for  a few  mo- 
ments?” he  said.  “I  shall  be  glad ” 

“Thank  you,  no,”  answered  Brunnow,  remember- 
ing, rather  late,  that  it  would  not  do  for  him  to 
show  too  marked  an  interest,  or  to  be  too  demon- 
strative in  his  gratitude.  “ I cannot  possibly  stay 
longer — I have  another  professional  visit  to  make. 
But  I will  come  round  to-morrow  morning  early  to 
see  the  patient,  if  you  will  permit  me.” 

“With  the  greatest  pleasure!”  cried  the  councilor. 
“I  shall  be  delighted  to  see  you  again,  sir. 
Pray  be  careful.  The  passage  is  but  imperfectly 
lighted.” 

He  had  opened  the  door  for  his  guest  himself, 
but  the  latter  stood  irresolute. 

“ Must  I take  the  stairs  to  the  right  or  the  left  in 
order  to  reach  the  entrance?  I came  in  hurriedly, 
and  did  not  notice  the  way.” 

“I  will  accompany  you,”  said  Moser,  courteously. 
“ It  is  so  easy  to  lose  one’s  self  among  all  these  cor- 
ridors and  turnings  when  one  is  not  well  ac- 
quainted with  them.  I will  take  you  as  far  as  the 
main  entrance.” 

The  two  gentlemen  had  just  stepped  out  of  the 
dim  corridor  into  the  brightly-lighted  hall,  when 
Brunnow  gave  a great  start  and  turned  precipi- 
tately, almost  as  though  he  would  have  retraced 
his  steps.  It  was  too  late.  He  and  his  companion 
stood  close  before  the  governor. 

The  baron  appeared  to  have  only  just  arrived. 


204 


DOCTOR  FRANZ. 


His  carriage  was  still  before  the  door,  and  he  him- 
self was  talking  to  the  superintendent  of  police, 
who  was  about  to  take  his  leave.  A cloud  lay  on 
Raven’s  brow,  but  it  cleared  a little  as  he  caught 
sight  of  the  councilor.  Interrupting  the  conversa- 
tion in  which  he  was  engaged,  he  asked  of  the  new- 
comer, with  evident  interest : 

“Is  this  true,  councilor,  that  I hear  from  Berndt? 
Young  Dr.  Brunnow  is  declared  to  be  out  of  dan- 
ger? Coming  after  the  previous  unfavorable  re- 
ports, I must  say  the  news  surprised  me  very 
much.” 

“I  am  as  much  astonished  as  your  excellency,” 
the  councilor  assured  him.  “ I could  not  believe  it 
at  first,  but  the  statement  has  been  confirmed  to  me 
in  another  quarter — by  this  gentleman  here,  Dr. 
Franz,  a friend  of  the  - patient’s,  who  has  just  left 
him.” 

Raven  turned  to  the  stranger,  who  was  standing 
a little  aside,  and  whom  he  had  not  yet  observed. 
The  full  light  from  the  great  chandelier  fell  on  the 
tall,  bent  form.  For  a few  seconds  the  baron  stood 
motionless,  rooted  to  the  ground,  while  his  eyes 
rested  with  a piercing  gaze  on  the  face  before  him. 
Then  a sudden  pallor  overspread  his  features,  and 
he  pressed  his  lips  tightly  together,  as  though  to 
keep  back  the  exclamation  which  sought  to  escape 
them. 

But  Raven’s  discomposure  was  of  short  duration. 
The  next  minute  his  self-command  returned  to  him ; 
indeed,  a movement  on  the  superintendent’s  part 
quickly  recalled  to  his  mind  the  fact  that  he  was 
watched.  He  quietly  waited  until  the  councilor 
had  finished  what  he  had  to  say,  and  then  ad- 
dressed himself  to  that  gentleman’s  companion. 

“ It  would  be  a pleasure  to  me  to  hear  you  con- 
firm as  favorable  an  opinion,”  he  said.  “I  had 
sent  round  my  own  physician  to  the  patient,  but, 
unfortunately,  the  doctor  himself  fell  ill  on  the  first 
day  of  the  treatment,  and  had  to  abandon  the  case 
to  his  deputy.  The  bulletin  I received  from  Dr. 
Berndt  this  morning,  was  so  vague  that  I think  I 
must  ask  you  to  supplement  it  by  a few  details. 
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Not  here  in  the  vestibule,  of  course.  Will  you  come 
in  with  me  for  two  or  three  minutes?” 

Brunnow  was  less  accustomed  than  the  baron  to 
dissimulate  his  feelings ; and  though  he  succeeded 
in  controlling  his  voice  and  features  generally,  his 
eyes  glowed  with  a look  half  of  pain,  half  of  enmity, 
as  they  rested  on  the  speaker. 

“ Does  your  excellency  take  so  strong  an  interest 
in  this  young  doctor?”  he  returned. 

“Unquestionably.  Both  I and  the  superinten- 
dent of  police  here” — Raven  laid  a slight  but  percep- 
tible emphasis  on  the  word,  as  he  indicated  the  per- 
son named — “ are  under  an  obligation  to  him.  Y ou 
will  understand,  therefore,  that  some  detailed  ac- 
count of  his  condition  will  be  very  acceptable  to 
me.” 

■ “ I am  at  your  service,”  .he  said  at  length,  laconi- 

cally. 

“Will  you  come  with  me,  then?” 

Raven  turned,  and  took  leave  of  the  other  gentle- 
men briefly ; then  with  the  doctor  he  mounted  the 
stairs  which  led  to  his  own  private  apartments. 

“Who  is  that  gentleman,  may  1 ask?”  said  the 
superintendent,  looking  after  the  pair  as  they  dis- 
appeared from  view. 

“A  most  agreeable  person,”  replied  the  councilor, 
with  an  important  air;  “a  colleague  of  Dr.  Brun- 
now’s,  and  a very  near  friend,  I should  suppose,  for 
he  seems  to  take  a great  interest  in  him.” 

The*  governor  and  his  companion  had  meanwhile 
reached  the  upper  story,  and  entered  the  former’s 
apartments.  Raven  impatiently  signed  to  the  ser- 
vants to  withdraw,  gave  brief  orders  that  he  was 
on  no  pretext  to  be  disturbed,  and  shut  himself  in 
his  study  with  Brunnow. 

As  yet,  no  word  had  been  exchanged  between 
them,"  and  even  now  that  they  were  quite  alone, 
silence  still  reigned  for  a minute  or  two.  It  almost 
seemed  as  though  each  shrank  from  speaking  the 
first  word.  After  an  interval  of  more  than  twenty 
years,  the  former  friends  stood  face  to  face.  In  the 
old  days  they  had  been  adolescents,  fired  with  all 
the  enthusiasm,  replete  with  the  vigor  of  youth; 
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now  they  met  as  men  who  since  that  time  had 
severally  lived  through  half  a generation — the  one 
still  in  the  prime  of  strength  and  manhood,  with  the 
tall  commanding  figure  and  proud  bearing  which 
bespeak  the  habit  of  authority,  his  thick,  dark  hair 
showing  no  silver  threads,  his  stern  rigid  counte- 
nance no  mark  of  age — and,  as  a contrast,  the 
other!  Barely  a year  his  companion’s  senior,  and 
yet  to  all  appearances  an  old  man,  with  the  gray 
head  and  stooping  form  of  advanced  years,  and  a 
face  deeply  lined  with  the  furrows  of  care  and 
suffering.  In  the  eyes  alone  there  sparkled  a gleam 
of  the  old  fire,  the  last  lingering  trace  of  a long- 
bygone  time. 

“Rudolph!”  said  the  baron,  at  length.  His  tone 
betrayed  mighty,  well-nigh  uncontrollable  emotion, 
and  he  moved  forward  as  though  he  would  have 
approached  his  old  friend ; but  the  latter  drew  back, 
and  asked  in  an  icy  tone: 

“What  may  your  excellency  wish  of  me?” 

Raven  frowned. 

“Why  such  words  between  us?  Will  you  not 
recognize  me?  I knew  you  at  once,  by  your  eyes. 
You  are  still  the  same  man,  though  altered  in 
much,  in  almost  everything.”  His  look  traveled 
slowly  over  Brunnow’s  face  and  figure  as  he  spoke. 
The  other  smiled  a smile  . of  intense  bitterness. 

“ I have  growui  old  before  my  time.  A man  does 
not  wear  well  in  exile,  when  each  day  is  spent  in 
battling  with  the  petty  cares  and  miseries  of  life. 
Baron  von  Raven  has  come  better  through  the  fight. 
Such  pitiful  grievances  do  not  attain  to  the  height 
on  which  your  excellency  stands.” 

“ Once  more  I beg  of  you  to  drop  this  tone,  Ru- 
dolph,” said  the  baron,  earnestly.  “I  know  all  that 
lies  between  us,  and  I have  no  thought  of  seeking 
a reconciliaton  which  I feel  to  be  impossible.  We 
are  foes  now — so  be  it ; but  it  is  a paltry  vengeance 
on  your  part  to  insist  with  such  scornful  emphasis 
on  a title  to  which  I attach  as  little  importance  as 
you  yourself  can  do.  However  we  may  stand  to- 
ward each  other,  to  you  I must  still  be  Arno  Raven. 
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Call  me  by  the  name  which  has  been  familiar  to 
you.” 

Brunnow  stood  silent,  with  a moody,  downcast 
look. 

“ I can  divine  what  has  brought  you  hither,”  went 
on  Raven ; “ but  even  such  a motive  hardly  excuses 
the  temerity  of  the  step.  You  are  fully  aware  of 
the  risk  you  run  on  this  side  the  border,  and  your 
son  is  out  of  danger.” 

“But  yesterday  I believed  him  to  be  on  his  death- 
bed. My  own  safety  could  not  be  thought  of  at  such 
a time.  I felt  I must  hasten  to  him  at  all  hazards.” 

The  baron  made  no  reply  to  this ; perhaps  he  told 
himself  that  in  a like  case  he  would  not  have  acted 
differently. 

“ You  understand  why  I insisted  on  your  coming 
with  me,”  he  continued,  after  a pause.  “There 
were  witnesses  to  our  meeting.  The  superintendent 
of  police  had  his  eye  upon  us.  I almost  think  some 
suspicion  was  already  dawning  in  his  mind.  It  was 
necessary  to  crush  this  in  the  bud ; and  a lengthened 
interview  with  me  will  serve  you  as  a sort  of  guar- 
antee.” 

“No  doubt;  it  would  naturally  be  supposed  that 

the  governor  of  R would  at  once  give  over  any 

suspicious  person  into  the  hands  of  the  police.  I 
was  prepared  for  that  when  you  recognized  me.” 

“Moderate  your  tone,  Rudolph,”  said  Raven, 
warningly ; but  the  other  went  on  unmoved : 

“ And  I really  do  not  know  to  what  caprice  I owe 
my  rescue.  But  to  be  candid,  Arno,  I had  a long- 
ing to  meet  you  once  more  face  to  face,  else  I would 
rather  have  given  myself  up  to  that  man’s  myr- 
midons than  have  followed  you.” 

Raven  bit  his  lip 

“ Since  our  parting  you  have  so  boldly  and  openly 
proclaimed  yourself  my  enemy  that  I ought  to  have 
been  prepared  for  some  such  attitude  on  your  part. 
You  will  remember,  however,  that  in  our  young 
days  I never  submitted  to  an  insult,  and  in  the  course 
of  years  my  temper  has  grown  more  enduring  in 
this  respect."  So  do  not  misuse  your  temporary  ad- 
vantages, or  forget  that  your  position  bars  me  from 
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seeking  satisfaction.  Let  me,  at  least,  feel  that  I 
may  continue  to  address  you  without  loss  of  dig- 
nity.” 

These  words  made  little  or  no  impression  on 
Brunnow.  His  manner  was,  if  possible,  more  hos- 
tile than  before,  as  he  replied: 

“ I see  you  have  not  unlearned  the  tone  of  com- 
mand. I remember  it  of  old.  Even  in  those  days 
the  man  who  sought  to  rise  in  revolt  against  your 
will  yielded  in  the  end,  cowed  by  that  sovereign 
mien.  As  for  me,  though  truly  mine  is  no  slavish 
nature,  I gave  myself  up  to  you  body  and  soul.  I 
worshiped  you  with  a blind  worship ; 1 followed 

whithersoever  you  led,  for  the  goal  before  you  must, 
I thought,  be  the  highest  and  best — until  one  day 
my  idol  crumbled  to  dust,  fell  shattered  to  the 
ground.  Do  not  try  to  exercise  the  old  power  over 
me.  I bent  to  you  only  while  I believed  in  you. 
That  is  over  and  past  long  ago ; but  you,  in  whom 
ambition  has  ever  usurped  the  place  of  a heart,  you 
little  guess  all  that  I lost  when  that  faith  went  from 
me.” 

A long  oppressive  pause  ensued.  Eaven  had 
turned  away,  and  stood  some  minutes  in  silence. 
At  length  he  said : 

‘‘  If  once  you  loved  me,  you  hate  me  now  all  the 
more  intensely.” 

“True,”  was  the  short,  energetic  reply. 

“I  have  proofs  of  it,”  continued  Raven.  “But  a 
short  time  ago  I was  marveling  how  one  of  my 
youngest  subalterns  had  found  courage  to  hurl 
insults  at  me  openly,  in  the  face  of  all  the  world. 
I forgot  that  he  had  been  in  your  school.  Of  course ! 
Winterfeld  was  staying  at  your  house;  he  is  your 
son’s  friend  and  yours.  Well,  he  has  shown  him- 
self an  apt  scholar.  The  thrusts  he  essays  against 
me  betray  the  master  who  instructed  him.” 

“ You  are  mistaken.  George  Winterfeld  is  display- 
ing his  own  powers— admirable  powers,  certainly, 
which  astonish  myself.  He  kept  his  secret  from  me, 
as  from  others,  and  the  book,  which  he  forwarded 
to  me  two  days  ago,  took  me  altogether  by  surprise. 
But  I do  not  deny  that  my  heart  indorses  every 
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word  that  stands  in  it,  and  there  are  thousands  who 
will  agree  with  me.  Beware,  Arno!  He  is  the 
first  who  ventures  to  defy  the  omnipotent  Baron 
von  Raven ; this  is  the  first  storm  menacing  your 
high  estate.  Others  will  follow  in  its  wake,  and 
they  will  shake  and  undermine  the  ground  on 
which  you  stand,  until  it  trembles  and  yawns  be- 
neath your  feet,  and  you  will  sink  to  depths  great 
as  the  height  to  which  you  have  risen.” 

“ You  think  so?””  asked  the  baron,  disdainfully. 
“You  should  know  me  better.  I may  be  over- 
thrown, and  in  my  fall  mortally  injure  myself  and 
crush  others.  To  sink  would  in  this  case  imply  a 
craven  surrender,  and  that  is  not  in  my  nature. 
Besides,  we  have  not  reached  that  point  yet.  I 
know  all  the  enmities  which  this  attack  will  let  loose 
upon  me ; my  foes  have  long  waited  for  some  such 
occasion ; but  they  shall  not  taste  the  triumph  of 
seeing  me  abandon  a position  which  I have  so  long 
maintained  and  will  never  voluntarily  quit.  Men 
do  not  readily  surrender  success  such  as  I have 
achieved.” 

“It  was  dearly  bought,”  said  Brunnow,  coldly. 
“You  paid  for  it  with  your  honor.” 

“Rudolph!”  thundered  the  baron,  with  terrible 
vehemence. 

“With  your  honor,  I repeat  it.  Must  I remind 
you  of  the  day  when  our  association  was  betrayed, 
our  papers  seized,  ourselves  arrested  and  cast  into 
prison?  Must- 1 name  to  you  the  traitor  to  whom 
we  owed  all  this,  and  who  was  arrested  with  us, 
merely  as  a matter  of  form?  I and  the  others  were 
put  on  our  trial,  and  sentenced  to  long  years  of 
captivity,  from  which  fate  a foolhardy  escape  al©ne 
delivered  me.  After  a short  imprisonment  that 
traitor  was  set  at  liberty,  no  charge  being  pre- 
ferred against  him.  Weathering  the  storm  which 
cost  his  friends  and  fellow-thinkers  their  freedom 
and  their  means  of  existence,  Arno  Raven  emerged 
from  it  as  the  secretary,  the  familiar,  the  future 
son-in-law  of  the  minister  in  power,  and  commenced 
his  brilliant  career  in  the  service  of  the  cause  he  had 
sworn  to  combat  with  all  his  strength.  That  was 
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the  end  of  our  dreams  of  liberty,  of  all  our  youthful 
hopes  and  illusions.” 

Every  drop  of  blood  had  receded  from  the  baron’s 
face.  His  breast  heaved  with  a short,  quick,  pant- 
ing movement,  and  his  hands  were  clenched  con- 
vulsively. 

“And  if  I tell  you  now  that  his  so-called  treachery 
was  nothing  more  than  an  imprudent  act,  an  un- 
happy error  of  judgment,  for  which  I have  bitterly, 
cruelly  atoned?  If  1 tell  you  that  you  yourselves, 
with  your  over-hasty  condemnation,  your  mad  mis- 
trust, drove  me  into  the  ranks  of  your  enemies?” 

“ I make  answer  that  you  have  forfeited  all  claim 
to  be  believed.” 

“Do  not  provoke  me  further,  Rudolph,”  panted 
Raven.  “You  know  that  I would  have  borne  so 
much  from  no  other  man.  I have  given  you  my 
word,  and  you  must  believe  me.” 

“No,  Arno.”  Brunnow’s  voice  was  hard  and 
contemptuous.  “ Had  you  at  the  time  I was  pining 
in  prison,  when  I could  not  understand,  would  not 
understand,  that  you  had  been  the  traitor — had  you 
then  stepped  before  me  and  spoke  as  you  have 
spoken  now,  your  word  would  have  had  more 
weight  with  me  than  the  testimony  of  the  whole 
world — than  the  clearest,  most  convincing  proofs. 
The  t <vo  decades  which  lie  between  now  and  then 
have  taught  me  another  lesson.  Baron  von  Raven, 
whose  name  heads  the  list  of  the  enemies  and  per- 
secutors of  that  cause  to  which  he  once  consecrated 
his  life;  the  governor  of  R , whose  iron  des- 

potic will  sets  all  justice,  both  abstract  and  legal, 
at  defiance,  who  but  a few  days  since  shot  down  the 
people  in  whose  ranks  he  once  stood— this  man  I 
utterly  decline  to  believe.” 

He  at  whom  these  crushing  accusations  were 
hurled  stood  somber  and  silent,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground,  his  features  working  with  some  strong 
emotion ; but  whether  it  were  shame,  anger,  or 
grief  which  moved  him,  who' should  say?  As  Brun- 
now  spoke  the  last  words,  however,  he  suddenly 
drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height,  and  his  eyes 
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ilaslied  with  the  old  haughty,  unbending  spirit,  as 
he  answered  in  a harsh  tone : 

“ 1 1 is  useless,  then,  to  waste  another  word  on  the 
subject.  My  explanations  had  reference  to  that 
first  catastrophe  alone.  You  decline  to  hear  them — 
well  and  good,  there  is  an  end  of  the  matter.  What 
has  come  since  then  has  come  by  my  own  deliberate 
choice  and  resolution.  How  I may  have  been 
driven  to  make  such  a choice  need  not  be  con- 
sidered now.  I allege  no  extenuating  circum- 
stances ; enough,  1 have  acted  of  my  own  free  will, 
and  I am  ready  to  answer  for  my  deeds  and  their 
consequences.  Since  the  day  when  that  great 
gap  opened  between  us,  our  ways  have  lain  so  far 
apart  that  it  would  be  useless  now  for  us  to  attempt 
to  understand  the  current  which  has  borne  us  on. 
Condemn  me  if  you  will ; I do  not  recognize  you  as 
my  judge.” 

No  reply  followed.  After  a moment’s  silence, 
Brunnow  turned  to  go,  still  without  speaking. 
Raven  stepped  before  him,  barring  the  way. 

“ What  does  this  mean?”  asked  the  doctor.  ‘‘You 
have  said  it ; we  have  done  with  each  other ; any 
further  word  between  us  would  be  superfluous.  Let 
me  go.” 

“Not  yet;  we  have  to  think  of  your  safety.  You 
will  start  at  once  on  your  return  journey?” 

“ I shall  not  leave  till  tp-morrow.  I have  promised 
my  son  to  see  him  again.” 

“ This  is  a very  unnecessary  delay,”  said  the  baron. 
“You  have  convinced  yourself  that,  as  regards 
your  son’s  health,  there  is  nothing  now  to  fear ; 
danger  will  continue  to  exist  for  you  until  you  have 
re-crossed  the  frontier.  An  express  leaves  at  mid- 
night. Remain  here  in  my  house  until  that  hour, 
and  then  you  shall  be  taken  in  my  carriage  to  the 
station.  What  ever  suspicions  may  be  abroad,  no 
one  will,  in  that  case,  venture  to  molest  you.” 

“ And  if,  later  on,  it  were  found  out  that  the 
governor  himself  had  helped  a rebel  and  an  escaped 
prisoner  on  his  road?” 

“ That  is  my  business,  I shall  be  well  able  to  de- 
fend myself.” 
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‘‘I  thank  you,”  said  Brunnow,  in  a trenchant 
tone.  “I  shall  stay  to-morrow,  and  shall  then  go  to 
the  station  without  the  cover  of  the  Raven  baronial 
livery.  You  will  easily  understand  that  I prefer 
even'^a  possible  risk  to  your  protection.” 

“Rudolph,  be  reasonable,”  warned  the  baron. 
“This  unhappy  obstinacy  may  cost  your  fieedom.” 

“What  matters  it  to  you?  We  are  enemies,  are 
we  not?  more  bitter  enemies  than  ever  from  this 
hour.  We  shall  hardly  meet  again  in  this  life,  but 
think  of  my  words,  Arno.  As  yet  you  stand  secure 
on  the  giddy  height  to  which  you  have  climbed ; as 
yet  you  look  down  disdainfully  on  the  dangers  now 
gathering  around  you.  A day  will  come  when  the 
foundations  whereon  your  powers  rest,  will  rock 
and  reel,  when  all  the  world  will  fail  you,  and  then” 
— here  Brunnow’s  bent  form  was  drawn  erect  with 
a certain  majesty — “then  you  will  see  that  it  is  of 
some  worth  to  have  kept  one’s  faith  in  one’s  best 
hopes  and  aspirations.  The  testimony  of  my  con- 
science has  sustained  me.  You  will  have  no  stay 
when  the  glittering  edifice  of  your  ambition  crashes 
OQ  the  ground.  You  have  been  false  to  yourself. 
Farewell.” 

He  turned  and  went.  Raven  stood,  moody  and 
motionless,  looking  after  him. 

“False  to  myself!”  he  repeated,  in  a low  voice. 
“Even  so — he  is  right.” 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

A VACATION  IN  THE  CAPITAL. 

All  was  quiet  in  the  town.  The  “ energetic  meas- 
ures” had  produced  their  effect,  although  they  had 
not  been  carried  into  execution  with  such  disastrous 
rigor  as  at  first  appeared.  Colonel  Wilten  knew 
very  well  that,  notwithstanding  the  governor’s  high 
standing  and  authority,  some  portion  of  the  respon- 
sibility would  rest  with  him.  On  the  troops  being 
called  out,  he  gave  orders,  therefore,  that  at  the 
word  of  command  the  first  round  should  be  fired, 
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not  among  the  crowds  assembled,  but  in  the  air. 
He  counted  on  the  blind  panic  which  would  ensue 
when  it  was  found  that  recourse  would  be  had  to 
arms,  and  he  was  not  deceived  in  his  reckoning. 
The  first  discharge  produced  boundless  fear  and 
confusion,  which  were  still  further  increased  by  the 
gathering  darkness.  None  had  sufficient  calm  and 
self-possession  to  note  what  had  really  happened. 
A wild  tumult  arose,  but  there  was  no  attempt  at 
the  resistance  which  had  been  expected  and  feared. 
Authority  had  once  more  triumphed,  and  the  gover- 
nor still  preserved  the  upper  hand. 

On  the  morning  following  his  interview  with 
Rudolph  Brumiow,  the  baron  paid  a visit  to  his  sis- 
ter-in-law’s apartments.  Madame  von  Harder’s 
cold  had  been  attended  with  serious  consequences. 
She  was  ill,  or,  at  least,  declared  herself  to  be  so, 
and  since  her  return  to  town  had  hardly  left  her 
bed. 

The  baroness  was  lying  on  the  sofa  in  the  pose  of 
a languid  invalid,  when  her  brother-in-law  entered. 
He  took  no  notice  of  Gabrielle,  who  was  in  the 
room,  but  went  straight  up  to  her  mother,  and 
asked,  in  the  cold  indifferent  tone  of  one  who  is 
using  a mere  formula,  how  she  felt  that  morning. 

“ Oh,  I have  gone  through  so  much  during  all 
these  terrible  days,”  sighed  the  baroness.  “ I feel 
very  ill  indeed.  The  excitement  and  horror  of  that 
dreadful  evening  when  they  threatened  to  storm 
the  castle  was  too  much  for  me.” 

“ I expressly  sent  you  word  that  every  precaution 
had  been  taken  to  insure  the  safety  of  the  castle,” 
said  Raven, impatiently.  “You  never  would  have 
been  in  danger,  in  any  case.  Tne  popular  demon- 
stration was  aimed  at  me,  and  me  alone.” 

“ But  the  noise,  the  advance  of  the  troops,  the 
firing  in  the  town !”  complained  the  lady.  “It  all 
had  the  most  terrible  effect  on  my  nerves.  How  I 
wish  I had  complied  with  Colonel  Wilten’s  wish, 
and  had  remained  a few  days  longer  in  the  country. 
But,  indeed,  as  things  now  stand,  that  would  be  out 
of  the  question.  Gabrielle  is  torturing  me  to  death 
with  her  willfulness  and  obstinacy.  She  declares 
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now  decidedly  that  she  will  not  marry  young  Baron 
Wilten,  and  threatens  to  tell  him  so  point-blank,  if  I 
let  him  come  to  her  with  an  offer.” 

Raven  took  a rapid  survey  of  the  young  girl,  who 
sat  at  some  distance  from  them,  pale  and  silent, 
leaning  her  head  on  her  hand ; but  even  now  he  did 
not  address  her. 

“It  places  me  in  the  most  embarrassing  pre- 
dicament,” went  on  the  baroness.  “I  have  given 
the  colonel  positive  assurances  which  cannot  possi- 
bly be  recalled.  He  and  his  son  will  be  furious. 
Gabrielle  says  he  has  already  spoken  to  you  on  the 
subject,  Arno.  Do  you  really  approve  of  her  con- 
duct in  this  matter?” 

“I?”  asked  the  baron,  coldly.  “I  have  renounced 
all  pretensions  to  influence  your  daughter.” 

“Good  heavens!  what  has  happened?”  asked  the 
baroness,  starting  up  in  alarm.  “Has  Gabrielle 
been  showing  you  her  stubbornness  and  self-will? 
I hope — I trust ” 

“ Let  us  not  talk  of  it,”  said  the  baron,  cutting 
short  her  effusive  speech.  “This  affair  with  Wilten 
must  be  settled  by  me,  certainly.  My  own  position 
toward  the  colonel  demands  it.  He  would  never  for- 
give me  if  I were  to  allow  his  son  to  incur  the 
humiliation  of  a refusal,  where  he  confidently  ex- 
pects to  be  favorably  received.  I must  say,  the 
fault  is  altogether  yours,  Matilda.  You  will  re- 
member that  I have  held  myself  aloof  from  your 
plans  from  the  flrst.  You  should  have  made  sure 
of  your  daughter’s  consent  before  you  committed 
yourself  to  positive  promises.  But  now  this  matter 
must  be  discussed  and  decided.  I am  going  over  to 
see  Wilten  now,  and  during  our  conference  I will 
take  an  opportunity  of  letting  him  know  Gabrielle’s 
answer.  But  to  the  subject  which  brought  me 
hither.  You  are  unwell?” 

“Indeed  I am— very  unwell!”  breathed  the 
baroness,  faintly,  sinking  back  in  her  cushions  with 
an  air  of  utter  exhaustion. 

“ Well,  I have  a proposal  to  make  to  you.  The  doc- 
tor talks  of  nervous  symptoms,  and  recommends 
change  of  air,  particularly  as  the  autumn  here  with 
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US  is  often  rough  and  inclenrent.  Besides  this,  in 
the  present  state  of  affairs  there  can  be  no  thought 
of  receptions  or  any  social  gatherings  for  some  time 
to  come.  I would,  therefore,  advise  you  to  accept 
the  invitation  you  have  received  from  your  friend, 
the  Countess  Selteneck,  of  which  you  were  lately 
speaking  to  me,  and  with  your  daughter  to  go  and 
spend  a few  weeks  in  the  capital.” 

Gabrielle,  who  had  listened  to  the  conversation, 
taking  no  part  in  it,  started  violently  at  the  last 
words,  and  an  involuntary  exclamation  escaped  her 
lips. 

“Yes,”  said  Raven,  turning  toward  her  for  the 
first  time,  and  speaking  with  caustic  irony;  “I 
know  that  my  scheme  will  meet  your  views.” 

The  girl  made  no  reply ; but  the  baroness’  languid 
features  acquired  sudden  animation. 

“What,  you  approve  of  this  visit?”  she  asked.  “I 
do  not  deny  that  a short  stay  in  the  capital  would 
be  agreeable  to  me — that  it  would  be  pleasant  to  see 
my  old  friends  and  acquaintances  again ; but  my 
regard  for  your  wishes,  my  duties  as  the  mistress  of 
your  house ” 

“Need  not  bind  you  in  this  case,”  interposed  the 
baron.  “I  repeat  to  you  that,  under  the  present 
circumstances,  entertainments  are  out  of  the 
question.  When  you  return,  you  will  find  us  all 
peaceful  and  settled,  I hope.” 

“ I will  comply  with  your  wishes  in  this  as  in  all 
else,”  declared  the  baroness,  to  whom,  in  the  present 
case,  compliance  was  remarkably  easy.  “We  shall 
very  soon  be  ready  to  start;  and  I hope  the  change 
may  be  beneficial  to  Garielle,  as  well  as  to  myself. 
She  has  grown  so  pale  and  listless  of  late,  I am 
really  beginning  to  fear  for  her  health.” 

Raven  appeared  not  to  hear  this  last  remark.  He 
rose  to  go. 

“ So  that  is  settled.  Whatever  you  may  require 
for  your  trip  is  at  your  disposal.  But  now  I must 
leave  you,  Matilda.  The  carriage  is  waiting  for  me 
below.” 

He  shook  hands  with  his  sister-in-law,  and  went. 
Hardly  had  the  door  closed  upon  him,  when 
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Madame  von  Harder  exclaimed,  with  great  vivacity : 

“Well,  your  uncle  has- had  a sensible  idea  at  last! 
I was  afraid  he  would  expect  us  to  remain  in  this 
wretched  city,  where  one  is  not  sure  of  one’s  life, 
and  where  one  cannot  even  drive  out  without  fear  of 
being  insulted  by  the  people.  I only  wonder  that 
Arno  deigns  to  notice  my  nerves  or  the  doctor’s 
advice  at  all.  He  is  generally  so  hard  and  unfeel- 
ing in  these  matters;  don’t  you  think  so,  Gabrielle?’" 

“ I think  he  is  anxious  to  get  rid  of  us  now,  at 
any  price,”  replied  Gabrielie,  without  turning  her 
head. 

“Well,  yes,”  said  the  baroness,  suavely.  “He 

must  see  tnat  R is  not  a very  agreeable  place  of 

sojourn  just  now,  especially  for  ladies.  I had  some- 
thing of  this  in  my  mind  when  I mentioned  the 
countess'  invitation  to  him.  Come,  child,  and  let 
us  consider  what  has  to  be  done.” 

“Spare  me  that,  mamma!”  prayed  the  young  girl, 
in  a low,  weary  tone.  “ I am  not  in  the  humor  for 
it  now.  Decide  what  you  think  best.  I shall  be 
quite  satisfied  with  anything  you  do.” 

The  baroness  looked  at  her  daughter  in  unmitiga- 
ted astonishment;  such  indifference  passed  the 
bounds  of  all  belief. 

“Not  in  the  humor  for  it?  Gabrielie,  what  has 
come  to  you?  I noticed  the  change  in  you  some  time 
ago,  when  we  were  staying  in  the  country;  but 
now,  during  the  last  few  days,  you  have  grown  so 
strange,  I really  can  hardly  recognize  my  own 
daughter.  Something  must  have  passed  between 
you  and  your  uncle  during  that  drive  home,  I am 
afraid — something  you  are  keeping  back  from  me. 
He  is  evidently  angry  with  you;  he  scarcely  looked 
at  you  just  now.  W hen  will  you  learn  to  show  him 
the  necessary  respect  and  consideration?” 

“ You  hear,  he  is  sending  us  away,”  said  Gabrielie, 
with  a great,  bitter  rush  of  feeling.  “ He  wishes  to 
be  alone  if  a danger  threatens,  if  a misfortune  over- 
takes him — quite,  quite  alone!” 

“I  do  not  understand  you,”  declared  the  mother, 
pettishly.  “What  should  threaten  your  uncle?  He 
has  put  down  the  attempts  at  revolt  with  a strong 
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hand,  and  there  will  be  an  end  of  them,  I fancy ; 
but  if  things  should  come  to  the  worst,  he  has  the 
troops  to  protect  him.” 

Gabrielle  was  silent.  She  had  not  thought  of  any 
specific  danger,  but,  inexperienced  as  she  was  in  all 
the  serious  affairs  of  life,  she  divined  that  an  open 
attack,  such  as  Winterfeld’s,  would  not  pass  by 
without  leaving  its  mark,  and  felt,  as  it  were,  a 
prescience  of  some  coming  storm.  She  and  her 
mother  were  to  be  sheltered  from  it,  evidently.  In 
no  plainer  language  could  the  baron  have  told  her 
that  all  was  really  over  between  them.  Was  he  not 
sending  her  to  the  capital,  where  George  now  lived, 
where  a meeting  witb  him  could  easily  be  managed? 

The  baroness  was  very  far  from  divining  her 
daughter’s  train  of  thought ; she  did  not  even  remem- 
ber that  Assessor  Winterfeld  was  living  in  the 
metropolis,  still  less  that  he  had  been  sent  thither 
expressly  to  prevent  any  intercourse  between  him 
and  the  governor’s  heiress.  The  lady  had  weightier 
matters  to  occupy  her  just  now. 

On  leaving  his  sister-in-law,  the  baron  had  him- 
self at  once  driven  over  to  Colonel  Wilten’s  quar- 
ters. He  had  always  been  on  friendly  terms  with 
the  commandant  of  the  garrison,  and  latterly  there 
had  been  an  increase  of  cordiality,  on  the  Wiltens’ 
part  at  least,  for  the  family  were  bent  on  securing 
an  alliance  between  the  eldest  hope  of  their  house 
and  the  young  Baroness  von  Harder. 

To-day,  however,  there  was  a something  unusual 
in  the  colonel’s  manner  and  reception  of  his  visitor, 
a certain  constraint  which  he  did  his  best  to  con- 
ceal by  talking  with  more  fiuency  than  was  his 
wont.  The  baron  did  not  heed  this.  His  mind  was 
busy  with  other  thoughts,  and  he  was  not  disposed 
to  attach  importance  to  such  trifies.  He  was  about 
to  turn  the  conversation  to  those  measures  of  public 
safety  which  were  still  to  some  extent  in  the  hands 
of  the  military,  when  Wilten  forstalled  him,  and 
said  rather  hurriedly : 

“Have  you  received  further  intelligence  from  the 
capital  yet?  You  are,  no  doubt,  expecting  an  ans- 
wer relative  to  that  Winterfeld  pamphlet?” 
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The  baron’s  brow  clouded  over  very  noticeably  at 
this  question,  and  there  was  a pause  of  some  seconds 
before  be  responded. 

“Yes,”  he  said  at  length.  “The  answer  reached 
me  this  morning.” 

“Well?”  asked  the  colonel,  eagerly. 

Eaven  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  and  replied  in  a 
tone  wherein  irony  and  bitterness  were  equally 
blended : 

“ Our  friends  in  the  capital  appear  to  have  lost 
sight  of  the  fact  that,  as  their  representative,  I have 
acted  in  their  name,  and  that  through  long  years 
they  have  sec  nded  me  in  all  my  acts  to  the  best  of 
their  ability.  You  were  right  in  warning  me  ag'ainst 
the  intrigues  at  headquarters  which  were  secretly 
undermining  me.  I see  now  how  hollow  is  the 
ground  on  which  I stand.  A’ few  months  ago  they 
would  not  have  dared  to  give  me  such  an  answer.” 

“What!  they  have  not  tried  to  hint ’’the 

colonel  stopped ; he  did  not  like  to  finish  the  phrase. 

“ They  have  hinted  much — in  the  most  courteous 
form,  naturally,  and  with  an  unusually  lavish  ex- 
penditure of  fair  words — but  the  meaning  remains 
the  same.  I think  it  would  not  be  disagreeable  to 
the  gentlemen  in  office  yonder,  if  I were  to  make  my 
bow  and  withdraw  from  the  scene.  I am  a stum- 
bling block  in  the  way  of  several  persons  there, 
and  they,  of  course,  seek  to  profit  by  any  attack 
upon  me.  At  present,  however,  I am  not  inclined 
to  make  room  for  them.” 

Colonel  Wilten  remained  silent,  and  studied  the 
carpet  diligently. 

“ The  late  events  in  this  city  have  also  given  rise 
to  serious  differences  of  opinion,”  continued  Eaven. 
“There  has  been  a constant  interchange  of  dis- 
patches on  the  subject.  They  cannot  be  made  to  un- 
derstand that  the  intervention  of  the  troops  was 
necessary,  and  preach  to  me  of  the  heavy  responsi- 
bility incurred,  of  the  exasperated  state  of  public 
feeling,  and  more  in  the  same  style.  I reply  simply 
that  these  matters  cannot  be  judged  from  a dis- 
tance. I am  on  the  spot,  and  know  what  is  neces- 
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sary ; and  were  the  disturbances  to  break  out  afresh, 
I should  do  exactly  as  I have  done.” 

A^ain  there  sxole  over  the  colonel’s  features  that 
look  of  constraint  which  had  gradually  disappeared 
during  the  course  of  the  conversation. 

“ That  would  hardly  be  possible,”  he  remarked. 
“ It  is  true  that  the  popular  excitement  is  greater 
than  we  at  first  supposed,  and  I told  you  some 
time  ago  that  the  government  is  anxious  to  avoid 
all  military  interference.” 

“ It  is  not  what  the  government  desires,  but  what 
, is  necessary,”  declared  the  baron,  with  the  curt, 

' abrupt  speech  which  with  him  was  a sure  sign  of 
great  irritation. 

“We  will  hope,  then,  that  the  necessity  will  not 
recur,”  said  Wilten;  “for  I am  unfortunately — I 
should  have — in  a word,  I should  be  compelled  to  re- 
fuse co-operation,  your  excellency.” 

Raven  started,  and  turned  a flashing  glance  on 
the  speaker. 

“What  does  this  mean,  colonel?  You  know  that 
I have  unlimited  authority.  I can  assure  you  that 
it  has  been  in  no  way  restricted.” 

“ I do  not  for  a moment  suppose  it  has ; but  my 
powers  have  been  curtailed.  In  future  I am  to  take 
my  instructions  from  army  headquarters  alone.” 

“You  have  received  counter-orders?”  asked  the 
baron,  quickly. 

“Yes,”  was  the  reply,  given  with  some  hesi- 
tation. 

“When?” 

“Yesterday.” 

“May  I see  the  dispatch?” 

“I  am  sorry — it  is  of  a private  nature.” 

Raven  turned  away,  and  went  up  to  the  window. 
When  he  looked  around,  after  the  lapse  of  several 
minutes,  his  face  was  almost  livid  in  its  pallor. 

“ This  means  my  hands  are  to  be  tied  completely. 
If  there  is  any  renewal  of  the  riots,  and  the  police 
are  not  strong  enough  to  suppress  them,  I am 
powerless,  and  the  town  is  to  be  given  over  to  the 
mercy  of  the  mob.” 

Wilten  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
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“ I am  a soldier,  and  must  obey,  as  your  excel- 
lency knows.” 

“Assuredly  you  must  obey — that  I quite  see.” 

Another  uncomfortable  pause  followed.  The 
colonel  seemed  to  be  thinking  how  he  could  effect 
a diversion;  but  Raven  forestalled  him. 

“As  the  matter  now  stands,  the  conference  I 
wished  to  hold  with  you  becomes  superfluous,”  he 
said,  with  enforced  calm.  “No  excuses,  pray.  I 
can  well  conceive  that  it  is  very  painful  to  you  per- 
sonally, but  you  cannot  alter  the  circumstances,  so 
let  us  say  no  more  on  the  subject.  I wanted  to 
speak  to  you  also  on  a little  matter  of  private  busi- 
ness. You  gave  me  to  understand  some  time  ago 
that  your  son  was  likely  to  come  to  me  with  a re- 
quest. Lieutenant  Wilten  has  not  declared  himself 
as  yet,  and  in  these  troubled,  excited  times  it 
would  hardly  have  been  possible  for  him  to  do  so.” 

“Quite  impossible,”  assented  the  colonel.  “I 
pointed  out  to  Albert  that  it  would  argue  a want  of 
proper  feeling  on  his  part,  were  he  to  trouble  you 
with  such  matters  at  a time  when  you  have  so  much 
to  contend  with.  He  admitted  the  justice  of  what  I 
said.  Besides,  he  is  leaving  us  to-morrow.” 

“So  suddenly?”  asked  Raven,  in  surprise. 

“ He  is  going  to  M on  a mission  connected 

with  the  service,  and  will  probably  remain  there 
some  weeks,”  returned  the  colonel,  who  was  grow- 
ing visibly  embarrassed  beneath  the  baron’s  severe 
scrutiny.  “ I had  originally  intended  to  send  an- 
other officer,  but  I cannot  dispense  with  his  assis- 
tance now ; and  my  son,  as  the  youngest  on  my 
staff,  can  be  most  easily  spared.  So  the  matter  we 
were  speaking  of  can  rest  for  the  present.  Later 
on,  when  Albert  returns,  we  can  take  it  up  again.” 

There  were  hard,  bitter  lines  about  Raven’s 
mouth  as  he  answered : 

“ On  the  contrary,  I wish  this  matter  to  be  settled 
at  once,  and  forever.  My  sister-in-law  regrets  to 
find  that  she  is  not  in  a position  to  satisfy  the  hopes 
which  she  encouraged  the  young  baron  to  entertain. 
She  has  now  convinced  herself  that  her  daughter 
does  not  possess  that  amount  of  affection  for  your 
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son  which  would  dispose  her  to  enter  into  this  mar- 
riage ; and  neither  Madame  von  Harder  nor  I will 
exercise  the  slightest  constraint  on  Gabrielle ” 

“Oh!  by  no  means.  We  would  never  consent  to 
that,”  interrupted  Wilten,  eagerly.  “No  constraint, 
no  persuasion  in  these  matters  1 It  will  be  hard 
for  me,  of  course,  to  give  up  the  plan  I have  so  long 
cherished,  and  my  son  will  be  in  despair.  But  if 
he  may  not  hope  that  his  affection  will  be  returned, 
it  is  better  he  should  know  the  truth,  and  try  to 
conquer  his  attachment.  I will  talk  to  him 
seriously  on  the  subject.” 

“Do  so,”  said  the  baron,  whom  neither  the  other’s 
ready  zeal,  nor  his  deep-drawn  breath  of  relief  had 
escaped.  “ I am  persuaded  that  you  will  find  in 
him  an  obedient  and  Hactable  son.” 

He  turned  to  go.  The  colonel  accompanied  him 
politely  to  the  door,  and  would  have  given  his  hand 
at  parting  as  usual,  but  Raven  passed  by  him  with  a 
cool,  ceremonious  bow,  and  left  the  room.  Outside, 
on  the  stairs,  he  stopped  a moment  and  glanced 
toward  the  door  that  had  just  closed,  saying  to 
himself  under  his  breath : 

“ So  it  has  come  to  this  already ! They  wish  to 
break  off  all  connection  with  me.  The  news  Wil- 
ten  has  received  must  have  been  strange  news,  in- 
deed!” 

As  the  governor  issued  from  the  house  and  was 
about  to  enter  his  carriage,  which  waited  before 
the  door,  he  caught  sight  of  the  superintendent  of 
police,  who  was  coming  up  the  street,  and  who 
quickened  his  steps  on  perceiving  him. 

“I  was  jus^  going  up  to  see  your  excellency,”  said 
he,  bowing  respectfully.  “ I thought  I should  find 
you  at  the  castle.” 

“I  am  now  returning  thither,”  replied  Raven, 
pointing  to  the  carriage.  “May  I ask  you  to  ac- 
company me?” 

The  superintendent  accepted  the  invitation,  and 
both  gentlemen  entered  the  carriage  which  started 
at  once  on  its  way  to  the  castle.  The  baron  lis- 
tened in  silence  to  the  other’s  talk. 

The  superintendent  had  been  speaking  of  some 
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unimportant  incidents  which  had  occurred  the  pre- 
ceding day.  Now  he  went  on  to  say:  “But  I have 
a communication  to  make  which  will  surprise  your 
excellency.  You  take  an  interest  in  young  Dr. 
Brunnow?” 

Raven  grew  attentive. 

“Certainly.  What  of  him?” 

“Nothing  personally,  though  I am  sorry  to  say  the 
matter  in  question  touches  him  very  nearly.  You 
remember  the  gentleman  who  was  introduced  to  us 
the  other  evening  by  Councilor  Moser  as  Dr. 
Franz?  You  had  even,  I think,  some  lengthened 
conversation  with  him  afterward.  Did  nothing  in 
his  manner  strike  you  as  peculiar?” 

The  baron  drew  nimself  up  quickly.  The  allusion 
sufficed  to  show  him  that  his  suspicion  had  been 
well  founded,  and  that  danger  to  Burnnow  was  im- 
pending. It  was  imperatively  necessary  to  show  a 
calm  front,  in  order,  if  it  were  yet  possible,  to  avert 
a catastrophe.  Raven  summoned  up  all  his  self- 
possession,  and  answered  with  a cold,  imperturable 
“No.” 

“Well,  my  attention  was  attracted  to  him  at 
once,”  said  the  superintendent.  “Even  during 
those  few  minutes  doubts  occurred  to  me,  doubts 
which  were  subsequently  strengthened  by  some  re- 
marks the  councilor  inadvertently  let  fall.  So  I 
thought  it  advisable  to  set  some  inquiries  on  foot. 
Now  that  there  are  so  few  strangers  in  the  town,  it 
was  no  difficult  matter  to  find  out  where  the  pre- 
tended Dr.  Franz  had  put  up.  He  had  arrived  a 
couple  of  hours  before  at  an  inn  in  the  suburbs,  had 
displayed  great  solicitude  in  speaking  of  the  young 
doctor,  asking  many  questions  about  him  in  an 
agitated  manner,  and  had  then  hurried  off  to  see 
him.  The  trunk,  which  had  been  imprudently  left 
at  the  inn,  bore  the  ticket  Z as  the  station  of  de- 

parture. There  were  other  very  suspicious  circum- 
stances in  support  of  the  evidence — in  short,  no 
doubt  now  exits  that  we  have  to  do  with  Rudolph 
Brunnow,  the  father  of  the  wounded  man.” 

All  these  statements  were  delivered  in  a cool, 
business-like  tone  used  by  the  superintendent 
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throughout  the  interview,  and  Raven  endeavored 
to  preserve  the  same  appearance  of  indifference  as 
he  replied : 

“Tnat  is,  at  present,  merely  an  assumption  of 
yours,  which  will  require  confirmation.  You  can- 
not take  any  steps  against  this  stranger  on  such 
evidence.” 

“We  have  the  confirmation  akeady,”  said  the 
superintendent.  “ When  arrested.  Dr.  Brunnow  ad- 
mitted his  name.” 

“ When  arrested!”  exclaimed  the  baron.  “You 
have  proceeded  to  arrest  him  without  informing  me 
of  the  matter — without  giving  me  the  slightest  in- 
timation?” 

The  police  officer  stared  at  him  in  well-feigned 
astonishment. 

“Your  excellency,  I really  do  not  understand.  So 
far  as  I am  aware,  such  measures  are  entirely 
within  my  competence.  Had  I known  that  you  de- 
sired to  be  previously  informed,  I should,  of  course, 
have  seen  that  a communication  was  made  to  you.” 

Raven  clenched  his  right  hand,  crushing  the 
glove  he  held  in  it. 

“ And  I should  certainly  have  dissuaded  you  from 
taking  such  a step.  Have  you  thought  of  the  ex- 
citement this  arrest  will  produce,  and  of  its  inevit- 
able consequences?  Precisely  now,  when  the 
government  is  bent  on  adopting  conciliatory 
measures,  on  creating  a diversion,  when  every- 
thing depends  on  its  being  popular,  and  the  minis- 
ters are  shaping  their  course  with  scrupulous  care, 
in  order  to  avoid  a conflict — this  is  not  the  time  to 
drag  before  the  public  old,  half-forgotten  reminis- 
cences of  the  rebellion.” 

The  superintendent  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“ I have  done  my  duty,  nothing  more.  Dr.  Brun- 
now was  sentenced  to  a long  term  of  imprisonment; 
this  punishment  he  evaded  by  taking  flight.  He 
knew  that  on  his  return  he  would  become  amen- 
able to  the  law.  He  came  notwithstanding  this, 
and  he  must  take  the  consequences.” 

“ I should  have  thought  you  had  held  your  position 
long  enough  to  know  that  the  letter  of  the  law 
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must  sometimes  be  sacrificed  to  the  expediency  of 
the  moment,”  said  Raven,  with  rising  anger.  ‘‘  Why 
did  this  fugitive  return?  Public  opinion  will  un^ 
mistakably  side  with  the  man  who  in  his  anxiety 
for  his  only  son,  in  the  hope  that  by  his  medical 
skill  he  might  be  the  means  of  saving  his  son's 
life,  set  his  own  danger  at  naught,  risked  every- 
thing and  came;  Brunnow  will  be  raised  to  a 
martyr's  pedestal,  and  will  obtain  sympathy 
throughout  the  land.  Do  you  think  this  will  be 
agreeable  to  us?  You  chose  to  act  on  a mere  sus- 
picion of  your  own,  and  you  will  meet  with  little 
thanks  from  headquarters.” 

These  words  were  spoken  with  a vehemence 
which  made  them  almost  offensive ; but  the  superin- 
tendent replied  coolly  and  politely : 

“Well,  we  must  wait  and  see.  I acted  to  the  best 
of  my  judgment,  and  I regret  that  the  course  I have 
taken  does  not  meet  with  your  approbation.  I was 
the  less  prepared  for  censure  from  your  excellency 
that  you  have  always  condemned  the  lukewarm 
attitude  of  the  government,  and  the  fear  they 
evince  of  provoking  a conflict  as  weakness,  while 
the  line  of  action  your  excellency  is  now  pursuing 
in  this  town  proves  that  you  reckon  on  energetic 
and  unsparing  measures  alone  for  success.” 

The  baron  bit  his  lip.  He  felt  that  he  had  allowed 
himself  to  be  carried  too  far.  Turning  tht;  conver- 
sation, he  said : 

“So  Dr.  Brunnow  at  once  avowed  his  name?” 

“Yes;  he  seemed  disconcerted  at  first,  when  his 
arrest  was  made  known  to  him,  but  he  soon  re- 
covered himself,  and  made  no  attempt  at  denial.” 

“You  will  at  least,  I hope,  show  your  prisoner 
every  consideration,”  said  Raven,  unheeding  the 
last  remark.  “ The  motive  that  brought  him  here, 
and  his  son’s  noble  conduct  at  the  time  of  the  riot| 
entitle  him  to  some  favor  at  your  hands.” 

“Doubtless,”  assented  the  superintendent.  “Dr. 
Brunnow  will  have  nothing  to  complain  of.  He  is, 
as  a temporary  measure,  confined  in  a room  in  the 
city  prison,  and  I have  been  careful  that  in  all  the 
arrangements  a due  regard  should  be  had  to  his 
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comfort.  Of  course,  he  must  be  strictly  guarded. 
There  might  be  an  attempt  at  evasion  again — or  at 
a rescue.” 

Raven’s  eyes  were  fixed  full  on  his  companion’s 
face.  The  derisive  smile  lurking  about  the  officer’s 
lips  told  the  baron  that  his  former  relations  with 
the  prisoner  were  no  longer  a secret,  and  that  the 
blow  was  directed  less  against  Brunnow  than 
against  himself. 

“Evasion!  rescue!”  repeated  Raven,  scornfully. 
“It  is  too  late  for  thac,  I fancy.” 

“ I hope  so  too,  but  I will  not  neglect  the  neces- 
sary precautions.  One  can  never  know  what  con- 
nections these  refugees  may  have,  or  how  far  their 
secret  influence  may  extend.  This  was  the  com- 
munication I had  to  make ; now  I need  not  take 
up  your  excellency’s  time  any  longer.  We  shall 
soon  be  passing  my  office.  Might  I ask  to  be  set 
down  there?  I shall,  as  usual.  And  a deluge  of  work 
awaiting  me,  no  doubt.” 

A few  minutes  later,  the  carriage  stopped  before 
the  police  bureau,  and  the  head  of  that  department 
took  a most  affable  leave  of  the  baron,  who  then 
drove  on  to  the  castle.  At  length  the  respite  of  a 
few  minutes’  solitude  was  granted  him.  So  many 
successive  blows  had  fallen  on  him  since  the  morn- 
ing ! First  the  minister’s  letter,  then  the  disclosure 
made  by  Colonel  Wilten,  now  the  news  of  Brun- 
now’s  arrest.  More  and  more  menacing  were  the 
signs  of  the  times,  and  Rudolph’s  prophecy  was  per- 
haps nearer  its  fulflllment  than  he  himself  had 
imagined. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

EXCITEMENT  INCREASING. 

There  was  a lonely  desolate  air  about  the  castle  in 
these  days.  Baroness  von  Harder  and  her  daughter 
had  left  for  the  capital,  and  if  the  elder  lady,  with 
her  caprices,  her  requiring  temper,  and  other  not 
very  amiable  characteristics,  was  not  painfully 
missed  by  the  household,  the  younger,  who  had 
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won  all  hearts  to  herself,  was  sincerely  deplored. 
With  her,  sunshine  had  come  into  the  house.  Dur- 
ing the  few  short  months  of  her  stay  there,  she  had 
filled  the  great  somber  spaces  with  light  and  anima- 
tion, quickening  and  brightening  their  lifeless 
splendor. 

Baron  von  Raven  alone  seemed  insensible  to  the 
change ; at  least,  he  never  in  any  way  alluded  to  it, 
and  it  was  well-known  that  he  had"  little  time  to 
give  to  his  home  or  family  affairs.  All  about  him 
were  accustomed  to  see  their  master  grave,  taci- 
turn, and  unmoved  by  passing  events.  Thus  he 
still  appeared,  and  yet  every  soul  about  the  house 
knew  thar  a tempest  was  fast  gathering  over  his 
head.  It  had  long  ceased  to  be  a secret. 

There  had  been  no  renewal  of  the  disturbances 
in  the  town  during  the  course  of  the  last  few 
weeks ; and  the  superintendent,  with  his  staff  of 
police,  had  easily  put  down  the  slight  ebullitions 
of  feeling  which  would  now  and  then  occur.  The 
lower  classes  of  the  population  had  been  intimi- 
dated ; to  the  more  enlightened  refiection  had  come. 
The  struggle  was  not  abandoned ; it  grew,  on  the 
contrary,  in  force  and  intensity,  though  carried  on 

in  a quieter  fashion ; and  now  the  city  of  R 

had  the  satisfaction  of  hearing  that  an  echo  of  its 
discontent  had  sounded  in  the  capital,  an  echo 
which  quickly  spread  throughout  the  land.  Win- 
terfeld’s  pamphlet  had  produced  a great  sensation, 
a far  greater,  indeed,  than  its  author  had  ever 
reckoned  on,  for  it  found  acceptance  in  influential 
quarters,  where  none,  and  least  of  all  the  assessor, 
would  have  expected  it  to  be  tolerated. 

In  these  higher  circles  Raven  was  by  no  means 
beloved.  A man  who  had  raised  himself  from  the 
more  modest  ranks  of  the  middle  classes  to  one  of  the 
highest  offices  of  the  State,  he  had  naturally 
aroused  against  himself  the  envy  and  ill  will  of 
those  whom  he  had  overtaken  and  left  far  behind 
him  in  the  race ; and  his  proud,  imperious  bearing, 
the  merciless  contempt  with  which  he  exposed  and 
thrust  aside  incapacity  and  meanness,  wheresoever 
placed,  did  not  tend  to  increase  his  popularity.  The 
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government  had  warmly  supported  him,  had  loaded 
him  with  distinctions  and  honors,  and  had  kept 
silence  on  the  subject  of  his  arbitrary  encroach- 
ments, which  were  perfectly  well  known  to  every 

man  in  office.  For  this  post  of  R , the  ministers 

were  in  want  of  just  such  a representative,  of  one 
who,  like  Raven,  would  with  rigid  consistency  and 
unsparing  energy  make  his  authority  felt,  and  who 
would  keep  in  check  the  rebellious  discontent  which 
leavened  the  province.  The  governor  had  been  in- 
dispensable, and  this  fact  outweighed  all  other  con- 
siderations, and  counteracted  all  the  influences 
which  were  at  work  against  him. 

But  times  had  changed.  During  the  last  twelve 
months,  especially,  a revolution  of  opinion  had 
come  about,  which  threatened  to  overturn  the 
present  system.  At  apy  other  time,  a pamphlet 
such  as  Winterfeld’s  would  have'been  instantly  sup- 
pressed, and  its  author  would  have  paid  for  his 
audacity  with  the  loss  of  his  position;  now  the 
work,  with  its  accusatory  eloquence,  was  eagerly 
turned  to  account — made  to  serve  as  an  arm  against 
the  object  of  their  hatred;  and  the  young  official, 
who  had  furnished  the  welcome  opportunity,  was 
raised  to  hero-rank.  George’s  name,  altogether  un- 
known but  a little  while  before,  was  now  in  every- 
body’s mouth. 

To  the  R province  and  its  chief  town,  these 

printed  pages  had  been,  as  the  burgomaster  ex- 
pressed it,  as  a spark  in  a powder-barrel ; for  they 
gave  form  and  substance  to  the  universal  feeling, 
setting  it  forth  in  the  most  pointed  and  striking 
terms.  The  crippling  fear,  the  dread  of  the  gover- 
nor’s omnipotence,  was  shaken ; it  was  seen  that  he 
was  assailable,  vulnerable,  like  other  mortals ; and 
all  the  bitterness,  so  long  cherished  against  him, 
now  broke  out  with  tempestuous  violence.  No  one 
gave  a thought  to  the  beneflt  the  town  and  province 
had  reaped  from  the  baron’s  vigorous  administra- 
tion. Not  a voice  was  raised  to  recall  them  to  mind. 
Hatred  of  the  despotic  yoke,  beneath  which  the 
people  had  so  long  sighed,  spoke  loudly  and  alone ; 
and,  as  often  happens  in  this  world,  those  who  had 
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been  bound  to  the  governor  by  interest,  and  had 
ranked  among  his  partisans,  were,  now  that  it 
could  be  done  with  impunity,  the  first  to  cast  a 
stone  at  him. 

Most  men,  so  situated,  would  have  retired,  have 
voluntarily  vacated  a place  it  seemed  now  impossi- 
ble to  hold.  A recommendation  to  resign  was,  in- 
deed half  hinted  to  the  baron  from  the  capital  ; but 
his  pride  revolted  against  such  a step.  Perhaps  the 
baron  would  have  shown  himself  less  obstinate,  had 
the  signal  for  the  general  onslaught  been  given  by 
any  other  than  George  Winterfeld.  The  thought  of 
owing  his  fall  to  the  man  whom  of  all  men  he  most 
ardently  hated,  as  standing  between  himself  and 
Gabrielle,  made  Kaven  desperate,  and  robbed  him 
of  his  wonted  clearness  of  judgment. 

It  was,  indeed,  by  no  means  certain,  as  yet,  what 
the  issue  of  the  struggle  would  be.  As  yet,  the 
baron  stood  firm,  though  the  ground  beneath  him 
heaved,  and  seemed  to  menace  his  fall. 

Public  attention  was  so  engrossed  by  this  all-ab- 
sorbing topic,  that  other  matters  receded  into  the 
back-ground.  This  was  the  case  even  with  the 
arrest  of  Dr.  Brunnow,  who  was  still  confined  in  the 

II city  prison;  though,  on  the  first  tidings  of  it, 

the  event  had  been  much  talked  of,  and  had  created 
a painful  impression. 

One  forenoon,  at  rather  an  early  hour,  the  super- 
intendent presented  himself  in  person  at  the 
prisoner’s  door.  There  was,  however,  nothing  official 
in  his  bearing  or  manner  of  salutation,  which  were 
simply  courteous  and  affable,  as  though  nothing 
more  than  a mere  ordinary  call  were  intended. 

“ I have  come  to  announce  to  you  a visit  from 
your  son,  doctor,”  he  began.  “You  have,  I believe, 
been  kept  regularly  informed  as  to  his  state  of 
health,  and  are  aware  that  he  is  now  well  enough 
to  undertake  the  short  drive  without  incurring  any 
risk.  He  will  be  with  you  about  twelve  o’olock.  I 
could  not  refuse  myself  the  gratification  of  bringing 
you  the  news.” 

“You  are  most  kind,”  replied  Brunnow,  politely, 
but  laconically,  and  with  visible  reserve. 
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‘‘  I wished,  at  the  same  time,  to  assure  myself  that 
my  instructions  had  been  duly  carried  out,”  con- 
tinued  the  superintendent.  “ I trust  that  every  alle- 
viation has  been  afforded  you  of  which  a state  of 
confinement  admits.  Pray  say  if  you  have  any 
complaint  to  make.” 

“ Certainly  not.  On  the  contrary,  I am  curious  to 
know  to  whom,  or  to  what,  I owe  the  unwonted  at- 
tention which  has  been  paid  to  my  comfort  since 
the  first  moment  of  my  coming  hither.” 

“Well,  principally,  no  doubt,  to  the  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances attending  your  arrest.  Respect  is  felt 
for  a father’s  anxiety  on  his  son’s  behalf.” 

“ Is  that  the  sole  reason,  think  you?”  asked  the 
doctor,  with  a keen  glance  at  his  visitor.  “ I know, 
from  my  previous  experience  of  State  prisons  how 
little  such  personal  considerations  are  taken  into 
account.  My  acquaintance  with  them  has  taught 
me  another  and  a sadder  lesson.” 

“Things  have  changed,”  remarked  the  superin- 
tendent, suavely,  not  noticing  the  other’s  bitterness 
of  tone.  “Years  have  come  and  gone  since  the  time 
of  which  3"ou  speak,  years  which  may  react  favor- 
ably on  your  future  fate.” 

“ I knew  what  I risked  in  returning,  and  cherish 
no  illusions  as  to  my  fate,”  Brunnow  answered,  al- 
most brusquely.  “You  have  probably  come  to  pre- 
pare me  for  my  removal  to  the  citadel.” 

“You  are  mistaken.  Nothing  has  as  yet  been 
decided  with  respect  to  a change  in  your  quarters. 
That  surprises  you?  Well,  it  is  strange,  certainly, 
that  the  decision  should  be  so  long  delayed.  I my- 
self accept  it  as  of  good  augury.  I should  not  like 
to  awaken  in  you  any  premature  hopes,  but  it  is,  of 
course,  possiWe  that,  having  regard  to  the  very 
peculiar  circumstances  of  your  case,  a pardon  may 
be  granted.” 

Brunnow  looked  up  quickly. 

“You  think ” 

“ I can  advance  nothing  beyond  my  own  personal 
impression,”  the  other  hastened  to  add.  “But  I 
think  there  is  a favorable  feeling  toward  you  in  high 
places.  Perhaps  all  may  depend  on  your  taking 
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suitable  steps  yourself.  I am  convinced  that  a 

Eetixion  for  pardon  would  not  be  rejected,  could  you 
ring  yourself  to  present  one.” 

“No,”  said  Brunnow,  with  the  absolute  decision 
of  one  whose  mind  is  made  up. 

“ Reflect,  doctor,  your  freedom  may  depend  on  it. 
One  word  from  ycu  might,  perhaps,  turn  the  scale.” 

“No  matter,  I will  not  sue  for  mercy.  That  word 
would  be  a confession  of  guilt  I do  not  acknowledge ; 
and  for  my  liberty’s  sake  even  I will  not  abjure  the 
principles  which  have  guided  me  through  life.  They 
may  accord  me  a pardon  or  not,  at  their  will.  I 
will  never  appeal  to  them  to  show  clemency.” 

The  superintendent  inwardly  cursed  “the  old 
rebel’s  high-flown  folly  and  obstinacy.” 

“Well,  that  is  a matter  for  your  consideration 
alone,”  he  returned;  “but  you  render  it  harder  for 
your  friends  to  help  you,  and  most  unusual  exer- 
tions are  being  made  in  your  behalf.” 

“By  whom?”  asked  the  doctor,  in  amazement.  “I 
have  no  friends  who  possess  the  smallest  influence 
in  ministerial  circles.” 

“ ^ou  are  really  not  aware  that  the  governor  him- 
self is  leaving  no  stone  unturned  to  secure  your  par- 
don ?” 

“Arno  Raven— indeed?”  said  Brunnow,  slowly. 
“Yes,  Baron  von  Raven.  It  was  he  who,  on  hear- 
ing of  your  arrest,  enjoined  on  me  that  the  greatest 
consideration  should  be  shown  you.” 

Brunnow  was  silent.  The  superintendent,  having 
waited  in  vain  for  a reply,  went  on  after  a short 
pause : 

“And  he  continues  to  interest  himself  for  you.  It 
is  natural  that  the  fate  of  one  who  was  his  friend  in 
early  youth  should  touch  him  nearly.” 

The  doctor  looked  surpised. 

“ Is  that  known  here  already?  His  excellency  the 
governor  would  hardly  be  likely  to  mention  it.” 

“Not  he  himself,  certainly.  You  will  easily  con- 
ceive that  a man  in  the  baron’s  position  cannot 
openly  avow  youthful  connections  which  are 
strangely  at  variance  with  the  tendencies  and  prin- 
ciples he  has  always  professed,” 
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‘‘With  the  principles  he  has  professed  in  later 
years,  you  mean,”  Br unnow's  voice  rang  out  sharp 
and  scornful.  “ His  earlier  tendencies  were  more 
in  harmony  with  the  connections  of  which  you 
speak.” 

“You  are  not  prepared  to  assert  I suppose,  that 
Herr  von  Raven  knew  anything  of  the  political 
vagaries  for  which  you  were  indicted?”  asked  the 
superintendent,  with  a smile  which  was  intended 
to  irritate,  and  fulfilled  its  purpose.  Brunnow  be- 
gan to  grow  excited. 

“I  do  not  merely  assert  that  he  knew  of  them,  but 
that  he  shared  our  views  to  the  fullest  extent,”  he 
replied  hastily. 

“Yes,  I remember,  he  was  suspected  at  the  time,” 
remarked  the  other,  with  the  same  incredulous 
smile.  “ But  that  was  calumny,  nothing  else.  Th® 
baron  must  have  cleared  himself  fully  and  entirely, 
for  he  was  at  liberty,  and  was  even  accorded,  as  an 
indemnity  for  the  imprisonment  he  had  wrongfully 
undergone,'  the  post  of  secretary  to  the  minister 
then  at  the  head  of  the  government.” 

“It  was  the  price  of  his  treachery,”  *broke  out  the 
doctor,  who  had  no  suspicion  that  he  was  being 
systematically  goaded  on  to  greater  anger  and 
bitterness,  and  who  could  no  longer  restrain  him- 
self. “ It  was  the  first  rung  of  the  ladder  by  which 
he  has  mounted  to  his  present  eminence.  He 
bought  his  advancement  with  his  friends'  ruin,  with 
the  sacrifice  of  his  convictions  and  his  honor.” 

“Doctor,  doctor,  moderate  your  language,” 
counseled  the  police-agent,  roused,  apparently,  to 
indignation.  “This  is  a terrible  accusation  which 
you  are  bringing  against  the  governor.  There  must 
be  an  error  here,  or  a misstatement  of  facts.” 

“A  misstatement!”  cried  Brunnow,  with  a fiery 
outburst  of  passion.  “ I tell  you  it  is  the  truth,  sir— 
but  you  naturally  believe  the  Baron  von  Raven  to 
be  incapable  of  such  conduct.  You  prefer  to  look 
on  me  as  a liar,  a slanderer.” 

“I  did  not  wish  to  suggest  anything  of  the  kind, 
but  I must  say  I seriously  doubt  whether  you  would 
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care  to  repeat  the  speech  you  have  just  made  in  the 
presence  of  others.” 

“I  would,  if  necessary,  repeat  it  before  the 
whole  world.  I would  cast  it  in  Raven’s  teeth  again, 

as  I have  once  already ” Brunnow  stopped 

suddenly.  The  over-eager  expression  on  his  lis- 
tener’s face  struck  him,  and  told  him  to  reflect.  He 
did  not  flnish  his  sentence,  but  turned  away  with 
a wrathful,  impatient  movement.  “You  were  say- 
ing  ” prompted  the  superintendent. 

“Nothing — nothing  at  all,”  was  the  stubborn 
reply. 

“ I really  do  not  understand  you.  If  the  matter 
stands  as  you  have  put  it,  you  have  no  reason  what- 
ever to  wish  to  spare  the  governor.” 

“I  do  not  wish  to  spare  him,”  said  Brunnow, 
sternly.  “But  I will  not  turn  informer  against  the 
man  I once  named  friend.  If  I had  desired  to  use 
those  weapons  against  him,  I could  have  done  so 
long  ago.  My  shafts  would  strike  more  surely, 
and  with  deadlier  aim,  than  any  in  a Winterfeld’s 
quiver,  for  mine  are  steeped  in  poison — the  very 
reason  which.would  prevent  my  using  them.” 

“These  are  noble  sentiments,  very  noble  senti- 
ments, no  doubt,  but  I think ” 

“Pray  do  not  let  us  pursue  the  subject  further!” 
the  doctor  interrupted.  “Why  drag  these  long- 
forgotten  matters  before  the  light  of  day.^  Let  the 
buried  past  rest  in  its  grave.” 

This  sudden  diversion  was,  certainly,  not  to  the 
superintendent’s  taste.  He  would  willingly  have’ 
continued  the  conversation,  but  he  saw  that  he 
should  get  nothing  more  out  of  the  prisoner.  After 
all,  his  main  object  was  achieved.  He  knew  now 
what  he  had  wished  to  know ; he  therefore  brought 
himself,  without  too  violent  an  effort,  to  speak  of 
other  things,  and  after  chatting  a while  on  general 
topics,  took  his  leave.  Brunnow  looked  after  him 
uneasily,  as  he  went. 

“Did  he  come  here  merely  to  ii:duce  me  to  send 
in  a petition,  or  was  I being  cross-questioned  on 
Raven’s  account?  I almost  fear  so.  That  police 
fellow’s  eager  attention  and  desire  to  hear  more 
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looked  suspicious.  I wish  I had  not  let  myself  be 
led  away  to  speak  so  openly  before  him.” 

CHAPTER  XVIII. 

THE  CYNOSURE  OF  INTEREST. 

It  was  evening,  but  in  spite  of  the  lateness  of  the 
hour  and  the  chilly  inclement  weather,  the  streets 
of  the  capital  were  yet  alive  with  all  the  busy  rest- 
less movement  which  characterizes  a great  city. 
Carriages  rolled  hither  and  thither  in  every  direc- 
tion, pedestrians  hustled  each  other  on  the  pave- 
ment and  before  the  brightly-lighted  shops,  and  it 
was  only  in  the  more  aristocratic  quarter,  which 
lay  a little  aside  from  the  main  streets  and  chief 
arteries  of  traffic,  that  a certain  stately  peace  and 
quiet  reigned  supreme. 

In  the  room  which  she  was  at  present  occupying 
in  the  Selteneck  mansion,  Gabrielle  von  Harder  sat 
alone,  buried  in  one  of  those  deep  troubled  reveries 
which  so  often  came  upon  her  now,  and  which 
threatened  to  transform  the  bright  vivacious  girl 
into  a dreamy,  pensive  heroine.  She  was  in  full 
dress,  for  she  was  going  with  her  party  to  the  opera 
that  evening;  but  as  she  lay  back  in  her  arm-chair 
heedlessly  crushing  the  dainty  laces  on  her  dress, 
her  thoughts  were  evidently  far  from  the  amuse- 
ments of  the  hour. 

If  anything  could  have  diverted  Gabrielle  from 
her  unwonted  sadness,  it  would  have  been  this  visit 
to  the  capital,  where  she  and  her  mother  had  been 
most  graciously  received. 

The  Countess  Selteneck  was  an  old  and  intimate 
friend  of  the  baroness.  She  had  been  a frequent 
visitor  at  the  Harders’  house  in  the  old  days,  and 
since  the  baron’s  death  had  remained  in  constant 
correspondence  with  his  widow.  The  pleasure  felt 
by  the  ladies  on  meeting  again  was  great  and  mu- 
tual, and  the  countess,  who  had  no  children  of  her 
own,  indulged  and  spoiled  her  friend’s  sweet 
daughter  in  every  imaginable  way. 

The  baroness,  on  her  arrival  in  town,  came  to 
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hear  of  the  attack  which  had  been  made  upon 
Eaven,  but  she  was  far  too  superficial  to  appreciate 
the  real  importance  of  the  well-directed  blow,' which 
in  her  eyes,  was  a mere  passing  annoyance,  such  as 

the  rioting  in  R for  instance.  It  never,  in  the 

remotest  degree,  occurrred  to  her  to  suppose  that 
the  baron’s  position  might  be  imperiled  by  what 
had  happened.  His  affairs,  indeed,  only  interested 
her  in  so  far  as  her  own  future  might  be  involved 
in  them.  That  her  daughter  would  not  dream  of 
renewing  her  engagement  to  the  assessor  after  the 
affront  which  the  latter  had  put  on  the  head  of  her 
family,  this  wise  lady  took  for  granted.  All  her 
care  was  given  to  preventing  a meeting  between 
the  two,  which  was  not  difficult.  George  did  not 
mix  in  the  Selteneck  circles ; and  here,  amid  these 
strange  surroundings,  Gabrielle  was  never  left 
alone.  She  had,  indeed,  made  no  attempt  to  inform 
the  young  man  of  her  presence  in  town,  trembling 
at  the  very  thought  of  meeting  with  him.  How 
could  she  approach  George,  while  her  heart  was 
beating  high  with  love  for  another  man?  Though 
so  much  had  lately  come  between  herself  and  Arno, 
she  could  not  forget ; not  even  his  harshness  and  in- 
justice could  banish  his  image  from  her  mind,  and 
the  knowledge  that  some  danger  threatened  him 
served  to  quicken  her  affection.  Winterfeld’s  book, 
with  its  long  list  of  charges,  had  set  before  the 
young  girl’s  eyes  Raven’s  true  portrait,  which  she 
was  forced  to  recognize  as  a faithful  likeness,  had 
displayed  to  her  the  darker  side  of  his  character — 
while,  as  opposed  to  it,  George’s  figure  rose  be- 
fore her,  so  pure  and  steadfast  and  nobly  courageous 
in  the  sacrifice  of  his  entire  future  and  prospects  to 
that  which  he  deemed  duty.  But  of  what  avail  all 
this?  Gabrielle ’s  whole  soul  went  back  to  the 
somber,  despotic  man,  who  had  won  her  to  himself. 
In  imagination  she  stood  by  his  side  through  the 
fight ; for  his  sake  she  grew  anxious  and  apprehen- 
sive of  the  issue,  while  a feeling  of  bitterness  rose  up 
within  her  against  George, for  was  it  not  he  who  had 
been  the  first  to  assail,  insult  the  man  she  loved? 

The  clock  on  the  mantel-piece  chiming  the  hour 
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awoke  Gabrielle  from  her  dreams,  and  reminded 
her  that  it  was  time  to  prepare  for  the  drive  to  the 
theater.  Throwing  a light  cloak  round  her  shoulders, 
she  drew  on  her  gloves,  and  went  down  to  the 
drawing-room,  where  her  mother  and  the  Countess 
Selteneck  were  already  awaiting  her. 

Countess  Selteneck  was  of  about  the  same  age  as 
the  baroness,  but  looked  considerably  younger,  pre- 
cisely, perhaps,  because  she  gave  herself  far  less 
trouble  to  preserve  a youthful  appearance.  Though 
not  beautiful,  she  captivated  by  her  prepossessing 
manners,  and  a certain  air  of  calm  intelligence 
which  inspired  confidence  and  respect.  Both  ladies 
were  in  full  evening  dress. 

“ I can  understand  how  much  you  must  suffer 
from  the  constraint,  and  from  the  general  position 
of  affairs  in  your  brother-in-law’s  house,  Matilda,” 
the  countess  remarked;  “but  what  will  not  a 
woman  endure  for  her  child’s  sake?  Gabrielle ’s 
whole  future  is  in  his  hands,  and  as  his  heiress  she 
will  one  day  have  an  almost  princely  fortune  at  her 
disposal.  Your  brother-in-law  has  given  you  de- 
cided promises  on  this  head,  I presume?” 

“Oh,  certainly,”  replied  the  baroness.  “He spoke 
to  me  on  the  subject  soon  after  I arrived  at  his 
house,  but  I am  afraid  this  unfortunate  business 
with  Assessor  Winterfeld  has  called  the  whole 
matter  in  question  again.” 

“ There  is  something  very  winning  and  agreeable  > 
about  the  assessor,  I must  say,”  observed  the  count- 
ess, changing  the  theme.  “ I think  I mentioned  to 
you  that  I met  him  some  weeks  ago  at  a soiree, 
where,  truth  to  tell,  he  was  the  cynosure  of  in- 
terest.” 

“Assessor  Winterfeld  the  cynosure  of  interest?” 
asked  the  baroness,  half  incredulous,  half  dis- 
dainful. 

“ Certainly.  He  has  become  a sort  of  celebrity, 
and  enjoys  special  protection  at  the  ministry,  so 
they  tell  me.  He  is  received  in  the  best  circles,  and 
is  distinguished  wherever  he  goes.” 

“Why,  this  is  incredible !”  exclaimed  Madame  von 
Harder.  “They  are  bound  in  duty  to  punish  an 
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affront  put  upon  the  governor  of  R . They  can- 

not possibly  reward,  and  distinguish  the  aggressor.” 

“ But  so  it  is,  nevertheless ; and  I fear  if  is  done 
purposely,  out  of  opposition  to  the  baron.  I really 
do  not  see,  Matilda,  why  the  assessor’s  offer  should 
have  appeared  so  outrageous  an  absurdity  to  you 
and  to  your  brother-in-law.^  Instead  of  giving  him 
his  conge,  and  thereby  driving  him  to  this  desperate 
step,  you  should  have  held  out  some  hope  to  him.” 

“Held  out  hope  to  him!”  repeated  the  baroness. 
“My  dear  Theresa,  think  what  you  are  saying.  He 
is  a man  of  no  birth.” 

“That  is  not  an  insuperable  obstacle,”  declared 
the  countess,  a worldly-wise  practical  woman,  who 
took  such  prejudices  of  rank  into  little  account,  and 
who  was  evidently  prepossessed  by  George’s  man- 
ner and  appearance.  “ What  were  brevets  of  no- 
bility invented  for?  Raven  was  a commoner  him- 
self when  your  sister  first  engaged  herself  to  him.” 

“That  was  an  exceptional  case,  and  Assessor  Win- 
terfeld ” 

“Will  be  every  whit  as  successful.  You  need  not 
look  so  astonished,  Matilda;  1 am  only  expressing 
the  general  belief.  After  this  first  stroke — a bold 
one,  certainly,  which  has  turned  the  eyes  of  the 
country  upon  him — he  need  not  fear  being  over- 
looked. Had  he,  in  addition  to  his  other  advantages 
married  into  a noble  old  family  such  as  yours,  the 
road  to  eminence  would  have  been  clear  before 
him — ay,  to  eminence  equal  to  that  attained  by  the 
successful  Baron  von  Raven.” 

The  entrance  of  Count  Selteneck  here  put  an  end 
to  the  conversation.  He  was  to  accompany  the 
ladies  to  the  opera,  but  had  been  out  to  pay  a visit 
from  which  he  had  just  returned.  Some  indifferent 
questions  and  replies  were  interchanged,  then  the 
countess  remarked  that  it  must  be  time  to  start, 
and  would  have  rung  for  the  carriage,  but  her  hus- 
band stopped  her. 

“One  moment,  Theresa,”  he  said  carelessly. 
“There  is  a trifling  matter  I want  to  discuss  with 
you  first.  The  baroness  will  kindly  !excuse  us  for 
a few  minutes?”  The  baroness  begged  them  not  to 
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think  of  her,  and  the  count  stepped  into  the  adjoin- 
ing room  with  his  wife. 

“What  has  happened?”  asked  the  latter,  uneasily. 

“I  have  heard  some  news  which  will  affect 
Madame  von  Harder  very  painfully.  It  concerns 
her  brother-in-law.  Raven.” 

He  had  closed  the  drawing-room  door ; but  to  this 
smaller  outer  saloon  there  was  a second  entrance, 
masked  only  by  a heavy  curtain.  Close  to  this  the 
speakers  were  standing  at  the  very  moment  that 
Gabrielle  was  about  to  enter  on  her  way  to  the 
drawing-room.  She  caught  the  last  words  and  the 
baron’s  name,  and  that  sufficed  to  chain  her  to  the 
spot  where  she  stood.  Hidden  behind  the  portiere, 
she  listened  in  breathless  suspense. 

“The  governor  has  not  given  in  his  resignation,  I 
hope?”  asked  the  countess. 

“There  is  no  question  of  that  now,”  said  Selte- 
neck.  “ If  it  were  so,  he  would  only  be  sharing  the 
fate  of  many  high  officers  of  State,  who  temporarily 
retire  from  the  scene  of  action.  The  news  I have 
just  heard  at  my  brother’s  is  of  so  grave  a nature 
that,  should  it  be  confirmed — and  we  had  it  direct 
from  the  ministry — the  baron  will,  politically  speak- 
ing, have  lived  his  day.” 

The  countess  looked  up  at  her  husband  with  an 
expression  of  shocked  surprise.  He  went  on  in  a 
carefully  subdued  tone,  which,  however,  was  quite 
audible  to  Gabrielle’s  ears: 

“ The  leading  journal  of  R has  published  an 

article  containing  a series  of  damning  charges 
against  the  governor.  It  has  often  been  hinted 
vaguely  that  Raven  himself  was  not  quite  a 
stranger  to  the  last  revolutionary  movement ; but 
then,  how  many  allowed  themselves  to  be  led  away 
at  that  time!  These  ideas  are  a form  of  youthful 
extravagance  to  which  no  weight  is  attached,  so 
long  as  they  remain  mere  intangible  ideas ; but  in 
this  article  it  is  stated  that  Raven  was  a member,  a 
leader  even,  of  the  association  with  which  Dr.  Brun- 
now — the  same  whose  recapture  created  such  a sen- 
sation lately — was  connected,  and  as  the  reputed 
head  of  which  that  person  was  condemned.  The 
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testimony  of  Dr.  Brunnow  himself  is  appealed  to,  as 
corroborative  evidence.” 

“And  what  is  Raven’s  answer  to  all  this?”  inter- 
posed the  countess,  hastily. 

“ He  declares  it  to  be  absolutely  and  altogether  a 
lie.  The  duty  of  self-defense  requires  this  from 
him,  of  course ; but  of  counter  proofs  there  is  no 
mention  as  yet.  If  he  does  not  succeed  in  clearing 
up  this  business,  and  cleansing  himself  from  all  sus- 
picion, his  part  is  played  out.” 

“Poor  Matilda!”  exclaimed  the  countess. 

The  count  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“Shall  we  keep  the  knowledge  of  what  is  going  on 
from  her  for  a time?” 

“No,”  replied  the  countess.  “She  will  learn  it  to- 
morrow from  the  papers.  It  will  be  best  to  tell  her 
all.” 

The  two  agreed  that  the  intended  visit  to  the 
opera  should  be  given  up,  and  went  back  to  the 
drawing-room  together. 

Gabrielle’s  face  was  ashy  white  as  she  left  her 
place  of  concealment,  and  returned  to  her  own 
room.  She  did  not  for  a moment  deceive  herself  as 
to  the  importance  of  the  tidings  she  had  just  heard. 
The  instinct  of  love  gave  her  a better  insiglit  into 
Raven’s  character  than  the  most  experienced  judge 
of  human  actions  might  have  had. 

While  the  Countess  Selteneck  was  communicating 
to  the  baroness  the  painful  intelligence,  the  young 
girl  sat  down  to  her  writing-table,  and  rapidly, 
with  feverish  haste,  traced  some  lines  on  a shei^t  of 
letter-paper.  This  note,  which  contained  but  a few 
words,  she  folded,  and  addressed  to  Assessor  Win- 
terfeld  at  the  ministry.  It  would  surely  find  him 
there,  she  knew.  It  contained  simply  the  news  of 
her  presence  in  town,  and  a request  that  George 
would  come  and  see  her  on  the  following  day  at  the 
Seltenecks’  house ; that  was  all.  In  the  afternoon 
of  the  following  day,  George  Winterfeld  entered  the 
countess’  drawing-room.  Gabrielle  came  in  a few 
minutes  later,  and  George  hastened  to  greet  her 
with  impetuous  joy. 

“Gabrielle,  my  darling,  so  we  meet  again  at  last!” 
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In  his  transport  of  delight  he  did  not  notice  that  her 
hand  lay  motionless  in  his,  giving  no  pressure  in 
return,  and  that  all  the  answer  he  received  to  his 
tender  greeting  was  a faint,  sad  smile.  He  went 
on,  still  joyously  excited: 

But  what  does  all  this  mean  ? I thought  you 

were  far  away  in  K , and  only  now  hear  that 

you  are  in  town,  living  close  by  me.  And  what  am 
I to  think  of  the  little  note  which  summoned  me 
hither?  Does  your  mother  know  of  the  invitation?” 

“No,”  said  Gabrielle,  in  decided  accents,  that 
sounded  strangely  from  her  lips.  “ She  has  driven 
out  with  Countess  Selteneck ; but  I mean  to  tell  her 
when  she  comes  back  that  I asked  you  to  come,  and 
why.  She  would  not  have  given  her  consent  to 
this  interview,  and  I felt  that  I must  speak  to  you.” 

Ge'orge  looked  at  her  in  some  astonishment.  It 
had  not  formerly  been  Gabrielle’s  way  to  proceed 
thus  with  plan  and  resolution. 

“I,  too,  longed  inexpressibly  to  see  you  again,” 
he  replied.  “There  was  no  possibility  of  sending 
you  news  of  me.  I cannot  keep  up  any  comniuni- 
cation  with  the  governor’s  house,  especially 
against  his  will.  You  know,  I suppose,  on  what 
footing  I stand  toward  him  now?” 

“I  had  to  hear  of  it— from  others.  Your  vague 
hints  at  parting  were  utterly  unintelligible  to  me. 
You  left  me  quite  in  the  dark,  and  allowed  the  truth 
to  break  upon  me  unawares.” 

George  understood  the  reproach. 

“Forgive  me,”  he  entreated  earnestly.  “It  was 
entirely  on  your  account  that  I was  silent.  I could 
not  make  a confidante  of  you — could  not  let  you 
share  in  the  knowledge  of  a project  which  was  to 
turn  against  your  guardian  and  host.  Are  you 
angry  with  me  for  what  I have  done?  You  little 
know  how  fierce  were  the  struggles  I went  through 
before  I could  resolve  on  taking  that  step.” 

“It  has  brought  you  good  luck!” — there  was  a 
singular,  almost  a scornful  infiection  in  the  girl’s 
voice.  “ It  has  raised  you  from  obscurity  to  fame  at 
a stroke.  Your  name  is  now  in  everybody’s  mouth. 

Winterfeld’s  handsome  face  clouded  over. 
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“ It  troubles  me  sorely  that  my  fame,  as  you  call  it, 
should  spring  from  such  a cause.  I certainly  never 
counted  on  this  species  of  success.  You  surely  do 
not  doubt  the  truth  of  what  I said  to  you  at  parting? 
You  do  not  doubt  me  when  I say  that  no  personal 
feeling  of  revenge  spurred  me  on  against  the  baron, 
that  the  pamphlet,  of  which  you  have  heard,  was 
commenced  before  we  knew  each  other?  I was 
prepared  for  the  worst  consequences,  for  I knew 
the  adversary  I was  provoking.  My  position,  prob- 
ably my  whole  future,  was  at  stake,  but  it  had  be- 
come necessary  to  cripple  the  tyrannical  power  of  a 
man  whom  none  ventured  to  defy.  I resolved  to 
attempt  it,  and  I was  ready  to  accept  the  issue, 
whatever  it  might  be.  But  no  matter  ever  took  a 
more  unexpected  turn  than  this  of  mine.  I have 
been  shielded  and  supported,  and  the  governor’s 
case  has  been  abandoned.  I had  no  suspicion  of 
the  mighty  current  of  opinion  that  had  set  in 
against  him  in  those  very  circles  where  most  I 
feared  opposition.” 

He  had  spoken  clearly  and  quietly,  but  there  was 
in  his  eyes  an  uneasy,  pained  inquiry  which  his  lips 
did  not  frame.  He  could  not  understand  his  love. 
What  could  have  happened  to  change  her  thus  ? 

“One  more  question,  George,”  she  began  again. 
“ This  last  attack,  this  shameful  calumny  which  the 
newspapers  have  published — have  you  h*ad  any  part 
in  this?” 

“No;  the  sudden  disclosure  took  me  as  much  by 
surprise  as  any  one,  and  I do  not  know  how  it  origi- 
nated. I do  not  war  with  anonymous  communi- 
cations which  refer  to  a long-bygone  past.  If  1 had 
wished  to  make  use  of  these  facts,  the  governor’s 
fall  would  long  ago  have  been  assured,  for  I knew 
them  some  months  back.” 

“The  facts!”  broke  out  Gabrielle.  “The  whole 
story  is  a lie.  How  can  you  doubt  it  for  an  instant?” 

“They  are  facts,”  said  the  young  man,  gravely. 
“ I heard  them  from  the  mouth  of  a man  who  was 
reluctant  enough  to  raise  his  voice  against  his 
former  friend — I mean  Max  Brunnow’s  father.” 

“Whoever  says  it,  I tell  you  it  is  calumny!”  cried 
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Gabrielle,  with  flashing  eyes.  “ Arno  is  incapable 
of  a dishonorable  action ; he  never  has  committed 
one.  He  declares  this  tale  to  be  false,  and,  though 
the  whole  world  should  be  of  one  voice  to  accuse 
him,  I will  believe  his  word,  and  his  alone!” 

“Arno?  You  will  believe  him,  and  him  alone?” 
repeated  George,  slowly.  “What — what  does  this 
mean  ?” 

“Every  one  is  deserting  him  now,”  Gabrielle  went 
on,  with  passionate  vehemence.  “Troubles  are 
coming  upon  him  from  all  sides.  While  he  was 
great  and  powerful,  no  one  ventured  to  raise  a fin- 
ger against  him  but  ;since  you  gave  the  signal  for 
the  onset,  he  has  been  persecuted  and  slandered  by 
all  his  enemies,  and  hounded  as  they  hoped,  to  his 
ruin.  But,  seeing  that  in  spite  of  them  all  he  holds 
his  ground,  they  have  recourse  now  to  their  last  re- 
source, and  seek  to  wound  him  mortally  in  his 
honor.  Oh,  I know  only  too  well  why  he  sent  me 
. TT.  ^ ^tiat  was  coming ; he  wished  to 


George  had  grown  deadly  pale.  His  eyes  were 
fixed  anxiously  on  the  girl’s  fair  face,  all  glowing 
with  excitement.  Her  vehemence  betrayed  too 
much,  and  the  young  man’s  heart  thrilled  with  a 
great  dread.  He  felt  that  his  dream  of  happiness 
was  over. 

“What  has  taken  place  between  you  and  the 
baron?”  he  asked.  “It  is  not  so  that  a girl  defends 
her  guardian,  her  relative.  You  might  have  spoken 
so  of  me,  had  I been  exposed  to  any  danger.  What 
has  happened  during  this  separation  of  ours,  Gabri- 
elle? No  , I cannot  believe  it.  You  cannot — can- 
not love  this  Eaven?” 

She  made  no  answer,  but  sank  on  to  a chair,  and, 
hiding  her  face  in  her  hands,  broke  into  loud  nd 
passionate  weeping.  For  some  minutes  a direful 
silence  reigned,  broken  only  by  Gabrielle’s  sobs. 
George  stood  motionless.  This  discovery  came  upon 
him  too  abruptly,  too  unexpectedly. 

“It  is  so,  then,”  he  said  at  length,  in  a very  low 
voice.  “And  he — yes,  now  I understand  his  hatred 
of  me,  his  fierce  anger  on  hearing  of  our  engage- 
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ment.  This  is  why  he  parted  us  so  inexorably; 
this  was  why  he  took  from  me  all  hope  of  ever  pos- 
sessing you.  That  he  would  take  your  love  itself 
from  me,  I never,  never  could  have  believed.” 

Gahrielle  dried  her  tears,  and  rose. 

“ Forgive  me,  George.  I feel  how  cruel  a wrong 
I have  done  you,  but  I cannot  help  it.  I did  not 
know  what  love  was  when  I gave  you  my  promise. 
The  knowledge  came  to  me  when  I met  Arno,  and 
now  it  would  be  treachery  to  withhold  the  truth 
from  you  any  longer.  1 fought  against  it,  so  long 
as  it  was  possible  to  tight;  yesterday  even  I doubted 
and  vacillated.  Then  this  news  reached  me,  and 
all  my  doubts  were  at  an  end.  I know  now  where 
my  rightful  place  is,  and  nothing  shall  move  me 
from  it — but,  first,  I had  to  tell  you  all.  Eelease 
me  from  that  promise,  1 implore  you.  I cannot 
keep  it.” 

The  young  man  stood  before  her,  rigid  and  pale 
with  the  fierce  conflict  of  emotions. 

“Was  it  for  this  you  called  me  hither — to  tell  me 
this?” 

“Yes,”  was  the  answer,  hardly  audible. 

“You  are  free  the  instant  you  desire  it,”  said 
George,  with  profound  bitterness.  “I  swore  to 
you  that  no  power  on  earth  should  move  me 
to  renounce  my  hopes  until  I should  hear  from  your 
own  lips  that  you  gave  me  up.  I have  heard  it 
now.  Good-by.” 

He  turned  and  walked  to  the  door.  Gahrielle 
rushed  after  him,  and  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm. 

“ Do  not  go  from  me  so,  George.  Say  you  forgive 
me!  Do  not  part  from  me  in  ill-feeling  and  bitter- 
ness. I cannot  bear  that  you  should  be  angry  with 
me.” 

It  was  the  old  sweet  tone,  which  had  so  often 
worked  with  captivating  power. 

“Must  I lose  you?”  he  asked,  in  a voice  tremulous 
with  excessive  emotion.  “ Think,  Gahrielle,  think- 
do  not  sacrifice  our  love,  all  our  life’s  happiness  so 
hastily.  Kaven’s  passion  has  misled  and  blinded 
you.  He  has  the  secret  of  drawing  hearts  to  him  as 
with  a magic  spell,  but  he  would  never,  never  make 
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a woman  happy.  You,  with  your  bright  sunny 
temperament,  would  fade  away  by  that  man’s  side, 
would  pine  away  and  die.  You  do  not  know  him, 
child;  he  is  not  worthy  of  your  love.” 

Gabrielle  gently  freed  herself  from  his  embrace. 

“ Do  you  think  it  is  my  own  happiness  I am  seek- 
ing? No;  what  I wish  is  to  be  at  Arno’s  side  w.hen 
all  are  forsaking  him,  to  share  his  fate — his  dis- 
grace, if  it  must  be.  That  is  the  happiness  I look 
for,  and  of  that,  at  least,  no  one  shall  deprive  me!” 

There  was  infinite,  pathetic  tenderness  in  her 
words.  George’s  gaze  rested  sorrowfully,  regret- 
fully on  the  youthful  creature  who  had  so  quickly 
learned  all  a woman’s  devotion  and  self-sacrifice. 

“ Let  us  part,  then,”  he  said,  calling  up  all  his  self- 
control.  “You  are  right.  With  so  absorbing  a 
passion  in  your  heart  for  another,  you  could  not  be 
my  wife.  After  the  avowal  you  have  just  made,  I 
should  have  released  you  without  any  entreaty  on 
your  part.  Do  not  weep,  Gabrielle.  I have  no  ill- 
feeling  toward  you ; I reproach  you  with  nothing. 
All  my  enmity  is  for  him  who  has  robbed  me  of 
you.  You  were  the  joy,  the  very  life  of  my  life. 
How  I shall  bear  to  live  on,  now  that  you  have  left 
me,  I know  not.  Farewell.” 

He  drew  her  to  him  once  again,  once  again  he 
pressed  his  lips  to  hers,  and  then  hurried  from  the 
house  he  had  entered  with  such  high  hopes,  now  all 
fatally  shattered  and  wrecked.  Gabrielle  remained 
alone,"  weeping  no  longer,  but  with  a dull  unspeak- 
able aching  within  her  breast,  a thrilling  sense  of 
pain  and  loss.  She  felt  that,  with  George’s  love, 
the  best  and  noblest  part  of  her  life  had  gone  from 
her. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

MAX  INXERVIEWS  COUNCILOR  MOSER. 

“Well,  thank  Heaven  this  wretched  business  has 
come  to  a satisfactory  end  at  last.  It  made  me  des- 
perate to  think  I was  the  cause  of  it.  I congratulate 
you  with  all  my  heart  on  your  release,  father.” 
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So  saying,  Max  Brunnow  warmly  embraced  his 
father,  who  replied  with  a half  smile: 

“ It  was  not  an  altogether  unexpected  solution  of 
the  question.  I received  a pretty  plain  hint  some 
time  ago  from  the  superintendent  himself.” 

“ But  the  press  has  worked  valiantly  in  your  be 
half,”  said  Max.  “All  the  papers  clamored  for  a 
pardon,  and  from  the  very  first  day  the  public 
eagerly  espoused  your  cause.” 

This  conversation  took  place  in  the  apartments 
formerly  inhabited  by  Assessor  Winterfeld,  which 

that  gentleman,  on  his  sudden  departure  from  R , 

had  made  over  to  his  friend.  On  his  recovery.  Max 
had  returned  to  these  quarters,  and  had  this  morn- 
ing brought  home  to  them  his  father,  whose  release 
from  imprisonment  now  filled  him  with  joy.  The 
notice  of  Brunnow’s  liberation,  an  act  of  clemency 
confidently  expected  by  the  nation  at  large,  had 
been  received  with  general  and  loudly-expressed 
satisfaction.  In  high  places  it  had  been  agreed 
to  overlook  the  doctor’s  obstinacy,  which  would 
not  stoop  to  a petition,  would  not  allow  him  to  move 
hand  or  foot  in  his  own  behalf — a full  and  free  par- 
don had  been  vouchsafed  to  him.  Nevertheless  he 
had  the  appearance  of  being  depressed  and  care- 
worn ; he  was  very  pale,  and  evidently  ill  in  mind 
and  body. 

Max,  on  the  other  hand,  was  absolutely  his  own 
old  self.  His  vigorous  constitution  had,  as  he 
prophesied,  enabled  him  rapidly  to  recover  from  the 
effects  of  his  accident,  of  which  the  fresh  scar  on  his 
forehead  was  now  the  sole  reminder.  One  chang^e 
was  noticeable  in  him,  however.  The  young  man’s 
manner  to  his  father,  somewhat  curt,  formerly,  and 
unsympathetic,  was  now  marked  by  an  affectionate 
and  respectful  deference. 

“But  now  to  other  matters,”  said  Max,  changing 
the  subject.  “I  have  a confession  to  make  to  you. 
Look  at  me  well,  father.  Do  you  remark  nothing 
extraordinary  about  me?” 

Brunnow  inspected  him  from  head  to  foot  with 
some  curiosity. 
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“No;  only  that  you  have  got  well  with  extraor- 
dinary promptitude.  I remark  nothing  else.” 

Max  drew  himself  up  with  much  dignity,  took  a 
step  forward,  threw  out  his  chest,  and  announced 
with  complacency,  “I  am  an  engaged  man.” 

“An  engaged  man?  You?”  repeated  the  doctor,  in 
surprise. 

“Yes;  I have  sustained  the  character  some  weeks 
now.  There  has  been  too  much  at  stake  for  us  all 
of  late,  I could  not  worry  you  with  my  love-affairs. 
But  now  that  you  are  safe  and  at  liberty,  I must  ask 
for  your  approval  and  consent.  You  already  know 
my  future  wife— I mean  Councilor  Moser’s 
daughter.” 

“ What,  not  the  young  girl  who  gave  me  my  in- 
formation as  to  your  state  of  health?  Impossible!” 

“ Why  impossible?  Does  not  Agnes  please  you?” 

“I  did  not  say  so,  but  that  delicate  white  maiden 
with  those  dreamy  dark  eyes  cannot  surely  be  to 
your  taste  I And  then  her  strange  nun-like  dress ! 

I took  her  for  a sister  of  mercy  who  had  been  called 
in  to  nurse  you.” 

“She  wants  to  go  into  a convent,  she  says,”  de- 
clared Max.  “ I shall  have  to  fight  a round  battle 
with  the  lady  abbess,  the  father  confessor,  and 
half  a dozen  reverends,  before  we  two  are  joined 
together  in  matrimony.” 

“But  Max!”  interrupted  his  father. 

“Agnes  is  extremely  delicate,  sickly  even,”  went 
on  Max;  “but  there  is  nothing  really  serious  the 
matter  with  her — mere  nervous  excitement.  I shall 
soon  make  her  hearty,  or  what  am  I a doctor  for? 
She  knows  nothing  about  housekeeping,  unfortu- 
nately.” 

“Well,  as  you  are  carrying  out  your  marriage 
programme  so  faithfully,”  put  in  Brunnow-,  in  a jest- 
ing tone,  “how  does  it  stand  with  the  first,  the  prin- 
cipal clause— with  the  fortune  you  declared  to  be  in- 
dispensable?” 

The  young  surgeon  looked  a little  disconcerted. 

“Bah!  I have  found  out  that  is  not  necessary. 
Do  you  think  I can’t  provide  for  niy  wife  and  my 
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home  expenses?  I certainly  cannot  reckon  on  any 
fortune  here.” 

“Well,  I must  say  you  go  very  consistently  to 
work,”  exclaimed  his  father.  “ All  this  is  in  direct 
contradiction  to  the  views  you  have  hitherto  ex- 
pressed. What  has  come  to  you,  my  good  fellow?” 

Max  heaved  a deep  sigh. 

“ I don’t  know ; but  I believe  the  germ  of  idealism 
is  sprouting  in  me.  You  have  all  your  life  been 
striving  in  vain  to  convert  me.  Agnes  managed  it 
in  a few  weeks ; and  as  you  have  always  found  me 
painfully  deficient  in  sentiment,  I hope  you  will  be 
enchanted  at  the  change.” 

The  doctor  appeared  anything  but  enchanted.  He 
looked  on  his  son’s  conversion  to  idealistic  doctrines 
with  evident  distrust. 

“But,  Max,”  he  said,  shaking  his  head,  “this 
won’t  do  at  all.  A young  girl,  brought  up  with 
convent  notions,  inclined  to  religious  enthusiasm, 
the  daughter  of  a bureaucrat  of  the  purest  water — 
how  can  you  transplant  this  tender  plant  into  our 
midst?  how  can  you  accustom  her  to  our  ways  and 
habits  of  thought?  Reflect ” 

“I  don’t  mean  to  reflect — I mean  to  get  married,” 
interrupted  Max.  “ Everything  you  can  say  in  the 
way  of  objection,  I have  said  to  myself  a hundred 
times,  or  more ; but  it  has  never  been  of  any  good. 
I must  have  Agnes — and  have  her  I will,  if  I am 
driven  to  take  all  the  obstacles,  our  papa  the  coun- 
cilor and  his  white  cravat  included,  by  storm!” 

“Ah,  yes,  the  councilor!”  interposed  Brunnow. 
“What  does  he  say  to  this  business?” 

“Nothing  at  present,  because  he  knows  nothing 
at  all  about  it.  As  a matter  of  course,  I could  not 
ask  him  for  his  daughter’s  hand  while  you  were  in- 
carcerated as  an  offender  against  the  State.  But 
now  I shall  delay  my  suit  no  longer.  He  will  kick 
me  out  at  once,  or  at  least  he  will  manifest  the 
gracious  intention  of  so  doing ; but  it  is  not  an  easy 
thing  to  make  me  quit  a position  I desire  to  main- 
tain. I can  stand  my  ground  as  well  as  any  one. 
You  need  not  look  so  grave,  father.  I assure  you, 
when  you  get  to  know  Agnes,  you  will  admit  this 
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engagement  of  mine  is  the  best  piece  of  business 
I ever  did  in  my  life.” 

The  doctor  was  forced  to  smile,  in  spite  of  him- 
self. 

“We  will  wait  and  see ; but  if,  as  seems  probable, 
you  have  to  encounter  any  lengthened  resistance 
from  the  father  of  your  betrothed,  I shall  hardly 
see  much  of  her  on  this  occasion.  I start  for  home 
the  day  after  to-morrow.” 

“ Oh,  do  give  up  that  notion,  I beg  of  you,”  insisted 
Max.  “Why  not  wait  until  I can  accompany  you? 
Our  law  business  is  now  happily  over ; but  there  is 
still  much  to  be  settled.  For  instance,  a purchaser 
has  come  forward  for  our  cousin’s  estate,  and  it 
would  be  far  better  that  he  should  discuss  the  de- 
tails with  you  personally.” 

“No,  no,”  returned  Brunnow,  parrying  the  argu- 
ment. “You  have  full  authority  to  act,  and  are 
much  better  qualified  to  settle  these  practical 
matters  than  I am.  I want  to  get  away  as  soon  as 
possible.” 

“Upon  my  word,  father,  I do  not  understand 
you,”  declared  Max.  “You  have  sighed  so  long  for 
your  native  land,  and  now  that  it  is  open  to  you 
once  again,  you  seem  absolutely  to  fiy  from  it.” 

Brunnow  was  sitting  with  his  head  wearily  rest- 
ing on  his  two  hands.  The  look  of  pain  in  his  care- 
worn face  was  more  striking  than  ever,  as  he  re- 
plied : 

“ I have  become  a stranger  in  my  own  land.  And 
do  you  think  it  would  be  agreeable  to  me  to  be 
called  on  for  my  testimony  as  to  Raven’s  past,  to 
which  these  disclosures  have  directed  public  atten- 
tion? I must  answer,  if  I were  asked;  and  I will 
not  be  interrogated  on  the  subject— at  all  events, 
not  here.” 

“Why  not?”  asked  Max.  “You  have  always 
expressed  yourself  in  the  bitterest  terms  with  re- 
gard to  the  baron  and  his  pernicious  mode  of 
government ; you  have  spoken  of  his  fall  as  a neces- 
sity of  the  times ; and  now,  when,  according  to  all 
appearances,  this  fall  is  imminent,  you  will  not  lend 
a hand  to  hasten  it!” 
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“Say  no  more,  Max,”  said  the  doctor,  sadly. 
“You  do  not  know  how  hard  a thing  it  is  to  have  to 
aim  a mortal  blow  at  the  man  who  was  once  a well- 
beloved  friend.  I hoped  Winterfeld  would  have 
carried  his  point ; but  I should  have  known  Arno 
Raven  better.  He  held  his  ground,  clever  as  was 
the  adversary — held  it  to  his  own  undoing.  At  that 
time  it  was  open  to  him  to  yield,  to  retire ; now 
he  falls — falls  disgraced  and  branded  as  a traitor ! 
This,  to  a nature  such  as  his,  is  to  die  a thousand 
deaths.  I” — here  Brunnow  rose  impetuously — “I 
will  not  be  the  one  to  deal  out  the  last  stroke.  Let 
those  who  began  the  work  go  through  with  it  to  the 
bitter  end.  I have  made  up  my  mind  to  start  the 
day  after  to-morrow.” 

Max  insisted  no  further. 

He  held  out  his  hand  to  his  father,  who  took  it  in 
his  own,  and  responded  cordially  without  a 
moment’s  hesitation. 

“Now  I will  go  to  the  councilor,  and  drive  that 
most  loyal  subject  of  a most  gracious  sovereign  to 
distraction,  by  suggesting  myself,  a rampant  dema- 
gogue, as  a son-in-law.  I may  leave  you  alone  for 
an  hour,  father?  You  need  rest,  after  all  the  con- 
gratulations and  the  demonstrations  of  sympathy 
with  which  you  have  been  overpowered  all  the 
morning.  Good-by  for  the  present.  I am  off  to 
have  a tilt  with  my  future  father  in-law.” 

Unsuspicious  of  the.  coming  evil,  Councilor  Moser 
sat  alone  at  home  in  his  parlor,  reading  the  papers. 
They  spoiled  the  flavor  of  his  coffee,  and  disturbed 
his  rest.  The  councilor  read,  of  course,  only  the 
ministerial  journals;  but  even  they  could  no  longer 
dissemble  the  terrible  fact  that  the  State  was  in  a 
bad  way — hopelessly  drifting  further  and  further 
down  the  steep  decline  of  liberalism. 

The  councilor,  on  reading  this,  fell  into  a train  of 
gloomy  thought. 

For  some  time  past  the  notion  of  retiring  on  his 
pension  had  occupied  his  mind.  He  had  served  the 
State  honorably  for  nearly  forty  years,  and  had 
thereby  satisfied  his  sense  of  duty.  His  daughter, 
too,  the  only  pledge  of  a marriage  contracted  late 
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in  life,  and  speedily  dissolved  by  death,  was  about 
to  leave  him,  to  enter  on  her  novitiate.  He  himself 
was  getting  on  in  years,  and  needed  rest.  His 
position,  once  his  greatest  pride,  afforded  him  no 
satisfaction  now. 

Moser  was  roused  from  his  meditations  by  the 
opening  of  a door. 

Christine  announced  ‘‘Dr.  Brunnow,”  and  that 
gentleman  quickly  followed  in  person. 

The  councilor  rose  and  bowed  to  his  visitor,  with 
stiff  politeness. 

“ I hope  you  have  not  misconstrued  my  conduct  in 
remaining  a whole  fortnight  without  calling  on 
you,”  began  Max,  when  the  first  ceremonious  words 
of  greeting  had  been  spoken,  and  he  had  taken  the 
seat  offered  him.  “ It  was  solely  out  of  consider- 
ation to  you  and  your  position,  you  understand. 
Now  that  my  father ” 

“ I am  already  informed  of  his  liberation,”  inter- 
rupted the  councilor,  with  all  his  usual  rigid  for- 
mality. “Our  most  gracious  sovereign  has  been 
pleased  to  pardon.” 

“Yes,  and  so  all  the  past  is  wiped  out,  and  just 
as  if  it  had  never  been,”  said  Max,  with  deft  and 
logical  inference.  “ As  for  my  father,  he  will  cer- 
tainly not  make  much  use  of  the  permission  to  re- 
main in  his  native  land.” 

“No?”  asked  Moser,  visibly  relieved  by  the 
tidings.  The  thought  that  he  had  bestowed  a 
friendly  pressure  on  the  hand  of  that  attainted  man 
weighed  upon  his  conscience. 

“No;  he  returns  to  Switzerland,  which  has  be- 
come to  him  a second  home,”  replied  the  young  sur- 
geon. “We  shall  continue  to  live  there;  but,  in  the 
first  place,  I feel  impelled  to  reiterate  to  you  my 
thanks  for  all  the  kindness  I received  in  your  house. 

I shall  never  forget  it.” 

The  councilor  nodded  graciously.  These  prof- 
fered thanks  were  but  right  and  proper  in  his  eyes. 

“So  you  come  to  take  leave?”  he  asked.  “I  am 
rejoiced  to  see  you  are  completely  restored  to  health 
and  strength;  and  my  daughter,  too,  will  be  de- 
lighted, I am  sure,  when  I inform  her  of  it.” 
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The  information  was  not  precisely  needed,  for 
Agnes  knew  very  well  how  matters  stood  with  her 
former  patient.  Since  he  had  left  her  father’s  roof, 
she  had  met  him  regularly  at  the  house  of  their 
common  protegee,  the  law-writer’s  wife.  The  latter 
had  now  in  a great  measure  recovered  from  her 
serious  illness,  and  was  no  longer  in  need  of  med- 
ical or  spiritual  aid ; but  physician  and  ministering 
friend  continued  their  visits  with  a fidelity  which 
was  really  touching. 

“I  owe  your  daughter  most  special  thanks,”  re- 
plied Max.  “To  her  alone,  to  her  devoted  care,  I 
am  indebted  for  my  happy  recovery.  You  will 
allow  me,  therefore  to  address  to  you  one  request 
bearing  special  reference  to  Fraulein  Agnes?” 

Moser  nodded  a second  time.  He  was  inclined  to 
grant  the  request ; the  young  man  would  doubtless 
sue  for  permission  to  take  leave  of  Agnes  person- 
ally. 

But  Max  rose  from  his  chair,  and  said  point- 
blank,  without  any  ceremonious  preface : 

“I  come  to  sue  for  your  daughter’s  hand.” 

The  councilor,  about  to  nod  a third  assent, 
stopped  suddenly,  and  sat  with  open  mouth. 

“I — I believe  I did  not  hear  aright,”  said  the  old 
gentleman,  at  length.  “You  were  saying ” 

“ I am  asking  for  your  daughter’s"  hand  in  mar- 
riage,” replied  Max,  with  equanimity. 

“Are  you  out  of  your  senses?”  asked  Moser,  still 
in  bewildered  amazement;  for  though  this  strange 
thing  was  repeated,  his  mind  refused  to  grasp  it. 

“Not  at  all.  I am  in  a perfectly  normal  con- 
dition,” Max  affirmed,  and  then  went  on  in  the 
same  breath,  without  giving  his  listener  time  to 
collect  his  wits : “ As  for  my  proposal,  it  is  based 
on  our  sincere  mutual  affection.  I have  already 
obtained  your  daughter’s  promise.  Allow  me,  then, 
my  dear  father-in-law.” 

He  advanced  toward  the  councilor  with  open 
arms,  but  by  an  agile  rebound  the  latter  saved  him- 
self from  the  intended  embrace.  That  terrible 
word  “father-in-law”  had  roused  him  from  his 
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torpor.  The  position  was  evidently  not  to  be  taken 
on  a first  assault. 

“You  are  speaking  seriously  of  a marriage?”  he 
cried — “of  a marriage  with  my  daughter,  whose 
vocation  for  a religious  life  you  well  know.  You, 
the  son  of  a political  offender,  of  a convicted  rebel, 
dare  to  make  such  a suggestion?” 

“ My  dear  sir,  I am  not  seeking  a State  appoint- 
ment, but  a wife,”  urged  the  young  surgeon,  in  self- 
defense.  “ I really  do  not  see  why  you  should  be 
so  horrified  at  my  offer.” 

“What,  you  ask  the  reason?  Your  father,  sir, 
wished  to  overthrow  the  government  of  his 
country.  ” 

“Well,  I had  nothing  to  do  with  it;  I could  not 
very  well  be  implicated,  as  at  the  time  of  that 
affair  I was  just  about  four  years  of  age.  Besides, 
these  are  old  stories  long  buried  and  forgotten.  My 
father  has  been  amnestied.” 

“Once  a rebel,  always  a rebel,”  declared  the 
councilor,  emphatically.  “ An  amnesty  can  avert 
punishment.  It  cannot  efface  the  past.” 

Max  assumed  a look  of  indignation. 

“ Is  it  possible.  Councilor  Moser,  that  I hear  this 
from  your  lips?  You,  who  have  ever  boasted  of 
being  our  sovereign’s  most  loyal  subject,  now  re- 
fuse to  recognize  that  sovereign’s  edict?  His 
gracious  majesty  has  pardoned,  you  say  yourself. 
It  is  his  will  that  the  past  should  be  effaced  and  for- 
gotten ; but  you  will  not  accept  this  decision ; you 
would  abrogate  the  royal  prerogative ; you  rise  up 
in  revolt  against  the  authority  of  the  reigning 
prince ! Why,  this  is  opposition,  rebellion — to  put 
it  plainly,  treason  itself!” 

This  wonderful  chain  of  argument  was  developed 
with  so  much  fluency  and  assurance  that  the  coun- 
cilor had  no  time  to  put  in  a word,  or  to  reflect  on 
its  intrinsic  value.  He  was  flustered  and  discon- 
certed. Casting  a hopeless  glance  at  the  speaker, 
he  said  at  length,  in  rather  a small  voice: 

“It  is  my  unalterable  conviction.”  ^ 

“But  to  return  to  my  offer  of  marriage.” 

“Not  a word  more  on  the  subject,”  interrupted 
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Moser.  “ To  speak  of  it  is  an  insult.  My  daughter 
is  the  betrothed  of  Heaven.” 

“I  beg  your  pardon,  she  is  my  betrothed,” 
asserted  Max,  manfully.  “Heaven  can  wait,  I 
can’t.  After  fifty  years  of  conjugal  happiness,  I 
have  no  objection  to  surrender  Agnes  to  a higher 
lot.  Until  then,  I claim  her  as  mine,  and  mine 
alone.” 

“Ho  you  mean  to  turn  my  child’s  sacred  vocation 
into  ridicule?”  exclaimed  the  old  genleman,  kindled 
to  fresh  wrath.  “I  have  long  known  you  to  be  an 

infidel,  an  atheist,  a ” his  voice  forsook  him,  he 

panted  for  breath,  and  grasped  at  his  neckcloth 
with  both  hands. 

“Do  not  excite  yourself  in  this  manner,”  said 
the  young  doctor,  warningly.  “These  violent  fits 
of  emotion  are  most  dangerous  at  your  age,  and  to 
a man  of  your  temperament.  They  are  calculated 
to  produce  congestion — apoplexy!” 

Moser’s  long,  meager  frame  seemed  to  give  the 
direct  lie  to  this  assumption,  but  Dr.  Brunnow  did 
not  stick  at  such  trifles.  He  went  on  calmly : 

“ Let  me  add  that,  to  one  of  your  peculiar  consti- 
tution, it  would  be  an  incalculable  benefit  to  have  a 
doctor  for  a son-in-law,  one  who  would  watch  over 
his  father-in-law’s  health  with  the  utmost  care. 
As  I said  before,  you  must  not  excite  yourself.” 

“It  is  you  who  excite  me!”  cried  the  councilor, 
stung  to  distraction  by  this  repeated  mention  of  the 
objectionable  relationship.  “It  is  you  who  will 
bring  on  me  an  apoplectic  attack  with  your  detest- 
able suggestions.  I feel  quite  ill  now ; the  blood  is 
all  mounting  to  my  head.  I want  air.” 

So  saying,  he  sank  back  in  his  arm-chair,  and 
clutched  at  his  cravat  again.  Max  kindly  came  to 
his  assistance,  and  loosened  the  knot. 

“We  will  take  off  this  white  monstrosity,”  said 
he,  “you’ll  feel  easier  then.  I have  an  infallible 
remedy  against  congestions,  and  I will  prescribe  it 
for  you  at  once.  These  seizures  are  serious ; we 
must  be  careful.” 

Moser  gave  a melancholy  glance  at  his  beloved 
white  cravat,  now  in  the  sacrilegious  hands  of  the 
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doctor,  who  folded  it  neatly  together  before  laying 
it  on  the  table.  With  that  “white  monstrosity”  all 
the  old  gentleman’s  vehemence  seemed  to  have 
gone  from  him ; the  allusion  to  apoplexy  had  made 
him  anxious.  He  looked  on  quietly  while  his  tor- 
mentor went  up  to  the  writing-table,  wrote  a pre- 
scription for  a harmless  composing  draught,  and 
then  i^eturned  to  him,  holding  the  paper. 

“ Six  drops  in  a glass  of  water,”  he  said  impres- 
sively. 

“ How  often?”  growled  the  councilor. 

“Three  times  a. day.” 

“Thank  you.” 

“Don’t  mention  it,  pray.” 

The  councilor  hoped  and  expected  that  this  irre- 
pressible suitor  would  now  deliver  him  from  his 
presence;  but  he  was  soon  undeceived.  Instead  of 
taking  his  leave,  the  young  man  drew  forward  a 
chair,  and  sat  down  opposite  him. 

“ So  I may  reckon  on  your  consent  to  my  marriage 
with  your  daughter?”  Max  began  again. 

Moser  would  have  blazed  forth  anew,  but  he 
thought  of  the  tendency  to  apoplexy  and  the  neces- 
sity of  avoiding  all  excitement,  and  therefore  re- 
plied with  all  the  calm  he  could  command : 

“ No ; a thousand  times  no ! I do  not  believe  that 
Agnes  can  so  far  forget  herself  as  to  entertain  an 
affection  for  you.  She  has,  of  her  own  free  will, 
chosen  a religious  life.  She  is  an  obedient  daughter, 
a pious  Catholic.” 

“And  will,  I am  sure,  make  an  excellent  wife,” 
wound  up  Max.  “Besides,  after  all,  I am  a 
Catholic  myself.” 

Moser  folded  his  hands. 

“Ah,  what  sort  of  one?”  he  groaned. 

“ I only  mean  that  the  religion  need  not  be  an 
obstacle.  My  position,  I must  confess,  is  rather 
a modest  one  at  present;  but  it  may  satisfy  a wife 
who  has  not  very  soaring  pretensions.  As  for  my 
character  and  habits,  my  father-in-law ” 

“For  Heaven’s  sake,  let  me  have  no  more  of  your 
father-in-law.  I will  not  endure  it.  You  are  an 
impertinent,  a most  obnoxious  person,” 


254  MAX  INTERVIEWS  COUNCILOR  MOSER. 

“You  will  get  used  to  me  in  time,”  said  the  young 
surgeon,  consolingly.  “ I may  come  again  to-mor- 
row, may  I not,  to  see  my  betrothed?” 

The  old  gentlman  made  no  reply,  fearing  to  pro- 
long the  interview.  His  one  object  was  to  rid  the 
house  of  this  tormenting  nuisance.  To-morrow  he 
would  shut  himself  in,  and  see  his  doors  well  bolted. 
Max  himself  seemed  to  understand  that  he  had  gone 
far  enough  for  one  day,  for  he  now  moved  to  take 
his  departure,  turning  to  fire  a parting  shot  as  he 
reached  the  door. 

“ Councilor  Moser !” 

“Well,  what  more  do  you  want?”  asked  the  old 
gentleman,  despairingly 

“ When  you  talk  over  this  business  with  Agnes,  be 
sure  and  avoid  all  undue  excitement.  You  know 
the  danger  of  it.  Six  drops  of  the  medicine  in  a 
glass  of  water  three  times  a day,  and,  above  all 
things,  quiet  and  composure.  I should  be  miserable 
if  any  accident  were  to  happen  to  so  near  and  dear 
a relation.” 

Then  he  really  went.  The  councilor  sank  back 
in  his  arm-chair,  u tterly  spent. 

Dr.  Brunnow  had  not  left  the  house  so  promptly 
as  its  master  supposed.  He  was  at  this  moment 
standing  outside  in  the  anteroom  with  his  arm 
round  Agnes’  waist,  quite  as  a thing  of  course,  and 
as  though  he  had  received  official  recognition  as  her 
future  husband  . The  girl  was  anxiously  question- 
ing him,  wishing  to  hear  exactly  what  course  the 
interview  had  taken,  and  what  answer  her  father 
had  made. 

“Well,  he  says  ‘no,’  so  far,”  Max  had  to  confess; 
“but  set  your  mind  perfectly  at  rest — he  will  say 
‘yes’  before  he  has  done.  I did  not  expect  the  for- 
tress would  capitulate  all  at  once.  It  must  be  in- 
vested, besieged  in  due  form.  On  the  whole,  I am 
satisfied  with  the  result  of  this  attack.  Breaches 
have  been  made  in  the  fortifications,  and  to-morrow 
I shall  advance  my  posts.” 

“Ah,  Max,”  whispered  Agnes,  with  her  eyes  full 
of  tears,  “ what  troubles  we  have  before  us ! My 
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courage  fails  me  when  I think  of  all  the  difficulties. 
I shall  never  overcome  them.” 

“No  more  you  need.  To  overcome  them  is  my 
business,”  said  Max,  encouragingly.  “I  shall  stay 
here  until  it  is  all  settled  and  the  wedding  fixed. 
Your  father  must  be  allowed  time  now  to  grow  ac- 
customed to  the  idea ; meanwhile,  I shall,  in  the 
most  humble  and  deferential  terms,  signify  the  fact 
of  our  engagmeent  to  the  lady  abbess  and  his  rever- 
ence the  confessor,  the  two  of  whom  you  stand  in 
such  great  awe.” 

Agnes  shuddred. 

“Some  portion  of  the  storm  you  will  have  to 
meet,”  continued  Max;  “but  the  chief  brunt  of  it  I 
will  take  on  myself.  Steady,  little  Agnes — show  a 
brave  front.  I give  you  my  word  that  your  father 
will  voluntarily  and  cordially  give  us  his  blessing.” 

With  these  words  and  a kiss,  he  took  leave  of  his 
betrothed. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  CHALLENGE. 

On  the  morning  of  the  following  da}^,  Baron  von 
Raven  sat,  as  usual,  busily  occupied  in  his  study, 
when  it  was  announced  to  him  that  the  superin- 
tendent of  police  requested  an  audience.  This 
functionary  came  but  rarely  to  the  castle  in  these 
days.  For  one  thing,  order  being  now  completely 
re-established  in  the  town,  there  was  no  longer  any 
necessity  for  perpetual  messages  to,  and  conferences 
with,  the  governor;  moreover,  since  the  affair  of 
Brunnow’s  arrest,  Raven  had  received  him  with 
such  marked  coldness,  that  the  police  avoided  as 
much  as  possible  all  meetings  with  his  excellency. 
Now,  however,  it  had  become  necessary  to  discuss 
some  official  regulations.  He  therefore  repaired  to 
the  Government-house,  was  admited  to  Raven’s 
presence,  and  at  once  laid  before  him  the  matter  in 
hand,  which  was  dispatched  by  both  gentlemen  as 
briefly,  and  in  as  business-like  a tone,  as  possible. 

The  superintendent  preserved  his  accustomed 
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suavity  of  manner,  though,  taking  his  cue  from  the 
governor,  he  assumed  a certain  degree  of  reserve. 
No  allusion  to  recent  events  did  this  war}^  individ- 
ual permit  himself.  The  baron’s  attitude  was 
loftier,  haughtier  than  ever ; but  there  was  some- 
thing in  the  proud  man’s  look  that  suggested  a 
strange  parallel,  that  recalled  the  hunted  stag, 
which,  feeling  its  strength  exhausted  and  its  end 
approaching,  gathers  together  its  last  remaining 
energies,  and  turns  at  bay  to  face  the  pursuers. 
The  undaunted  spirit  still  visible  in  his  every 
feature  was  perhaps  no  longer  the  sign  of  conscious 
power,  but  only  the  outcome  of  despair. 

One  part  of  the  conversation  had  been  brought 
to  a conclusion.  Speaking  of  the  measures  which 
it  had  lately  fallen  to  his  province  to  carry  out,  the 
superintendent  alluded  to  the  release  of  Dr.  Brun- 
now.  The  baron  interrupted  him,  asking: 

“When  was  Brunnow  set  at  liberty.^” 

“Yesterday  at  noon.” 

“Indeed?”  remarked  Eaven,  laconically. 

“ I hear  the  doctor  intends  to  leave  this  city  to- 
morrow%”  went  on  the  superintendent.  “He  will 
return  at  once  to  Switzerland,  where  he  intends  to 
spend  the  remaining  years  of  his  life.” 

“He  is  right,”  said  the  baron.  “A  man  who  has 
lived  so  many  years  in  exile  can  seldom  or  never 
feel  at  home  again  in  his  native  land.  The  adopted 
country  generally  prevails  over  the  old.” 

He  spoke  indifferently,  as  though  his  remarks 
applied  to  some  stranger,  of  whose  pardon  he  had 
accidentally  heard. 

A servant  came  in,  bringing  to  the  governor  a dis- 
patch which  had  just  arrived  from  the  capital — a 
great  official  document.  Eaven  signed  to  the  man 
to  withdraw,  and  broke  the  seal,  saying  carelessly: 

“You  will  excuse  me  for  a minute?” 

“ Pray  do  not  let  me  be  any  restraint,  your  excel- 
lency,” replied  the  superintendent,  politely;  but, 
as  he  spoke,  his  eyes  traveled  with  a peculiar,  curi- 
ous gaze  from  the  letter  to  its  recipient. 

Eaven  unfolded  the  dispatch.  Hardly  had  he  cast 
a glance  at  its  contents  when  he  started  violently. 
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His  face  grew  livid,  and  his  right  hand,  closing  on 
the  paper,  crushed  it  convulsively.  A quiver  of  rage, 
or  of  pain,  shook  his  mighty  frame,  and  for  a 
moment  it  seemed  as  though  his  emotion  would 
master  him. 

“ I hope  you  have  received  no  unpleasant  news,” 
asked  the  police  officer,  with  well-feigned  accents  of 
sympathy. 

The  baron  looked  up.  He  fixed  his  stern,  search- 
ing eyes  on  the  face  of  the  man  before  him,  whose 
role,  since  the  circumstances  of  Brunnow’s  arrest, 
he  had  perfectly  divined,  and  on  whose  features  he 
now  detected  a slight  derisive  dicker,  which  showed 
his  visitor  was  already  acquainted  with  the  contents 
of  the  document.  That  restored  his  strength,  and 
brought  back  his  composure. 

“Surprising  news,  to  say  the  least,”  he  answered, 
laying  the  dispatch  aside.  “ But  there  will  be  time 
to  attend  to  that  later  on.  Pray  proceed  with  what 
you  were  saying.” 

The  other  hesitated.  This  wonderful  self-com- 
mand produced  a certain  effect  on  him.  Was  the 
haughty,  stubborn  spirit,  the  arrogancce  of  this 
Raven,  never  to  be  broken? 

“We  have  discussed  the  principal  topics  under 
notice,”  replied  the  superintendent,  with  a certain 
embarrassment.  “ If  you  have  other  claims  on  your 
time,  I will  not  detain  you.” 

“Go  on,  I beg!”  The  baron’s  voice  was  low,  but 
very  steady. 

“Your  excellency  has  no  other  recommendations 
tq  make  to  me?” 

“No;  I can  only  recommend  you  to  follow  out 
your  instructions  as  punctually  as  hitherto.  In 
that  case,  some  recognition  of  your  services  will 
surely  follow.” 

The  other  thought  to  feign  bewilderment. 

“ I do  not  understand  your  excellency.  To  what 
instructions  do  you  allude?” 

“ To  those  you  received  before  leaving  the  capital, 
when,  together  with  the  official  duties  of  your  ser- 
vice, a special  surveillance  was  committed  to  you.” 

“Ah  1 the  surveillance  of  the  town,  you  mean?  I 
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think,  in  that  respect,  I have  done  my  duty.  Be- 
sides, the  troubles  are  over  now,  and  all  that  is  at 
an  end.” 

“Exactly,”  replied  Raven,  with  a contemptuous 
smile ; “ and  all  relations  between  us  at  an  end,  too, 
as  you  will  readily  understand.” 

Without  wasting  another  word  on  him,  he  turned 
his  back  on  his  visitor,  and  walked  up  to  the  win- 
dow. This  might  well  have  been  construed  into  an 
insult,  but  it  did  not  suit  the  superintendent’s 
policy  to  take  offense ; that  might  lead  to  unpleasant 
consequences.  He  took  leave,  therefore,  with  a 
courteous  bow,  which  was  not  returned,  and  left 
the  room. 

Once  outside,  he  drew  a breath  of  relief.  It  had 
been  disagreeable  to  him  to  find  that  the  baron  saw; 
through  him  and  accurately  judged  his  line  of  con- 
duct, the  more  disagreeable  that  he  had  no  cause  to 
look  on  the  governor  as  a personal  enemy.  He  had 
merely  acted  in  the  discharge  of  “his  mission”  in 
ferreting  out  all  that  related  to  Raven’s  past,  and  in 
securing  the  living  key  to  that  past.  Dr.  Brunnow, 
so  that  the  secret  unearthed  at  last  might  safely  be 
published  to  the  world. 

Raven  was  left  alone.  He  stood  before  his 
writing-table,  and  once  again  read  through  the 
fatal  dispatch.  It  signified  to  him  his  dismissal 
from  office,  and  was  worded  in  curt,  almost  offen- 
sive terms.  No  explanation,  no  defense  was  re- 
quired from  this  man  against  whom  such  heavy 
charges  had  been  brought.  Time,  indeed,  had  not 
been  allowed  him  to  explain  or  to  vindicate  himself. 
He  was  condemned  unheard.  His  lips  twitched,  and 
a fiery  light  gleamed  in  his  eyes. 

All  at  once  he  stopped,  as  though  a sudden 
thought  had  flashed  upon  him,  and  went  slowly  up 
to  a side-table  on  which  stood  a box  of  small  dimen- 
sions. A slight  pressure  on  the  spring  caused  the 
lid  to  fly  open,  and  displayed  a brace  of  elaborately- 
chased  pistols.  The  baron  took  one  out  and  ex- 
amined it  carefully,  to  convince  himself  that  it  was 
in  perfect  order.  For  some  minutes  he  held  the 
pistol  in  his  hand,  gazing  down  at  it  lost  in  moody 
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thought ; then  he  laid  it  back  in  its  place  again,  and 
drew  himself  up  quickly. 

“No,”  he  said,  under  his  breath ; “that  would  pass 
for  cowardice,  for  an  avowal  of  guilt.  Some  other 
way  must  be  found.  They  shall,  at  least,  not  have 
that  triumph.” 

He  threw  down  the  lid  of  the  box,  and  turning 
away,  began  again  the  silent,  restless  pacing  to 
and  fro,  the  somber  brooding  search  for  a plan  at 
all  points  suitable.  A solution  must  be  found. 

Meanwhile  Dr.  Brunnow,  in  his  son’s  rooms,  was 
busily  preparing  for  his  departure,  now  irrevocably 
fixed  for  the  morrow.  Max  had  left  him  to  prosecute 
the  “siege”  he  had  commenced  on  the  preceding 
day. 

His  father  let  him  take  his  way.  He  knew  Max 
well,  and  felt  sure  that  the  young  man  would  event- 
ually be  victorious.  Had  he  followed  his  own 
wishes,  he  would  have  started  on  his  return  journey 
that  same  da}^  but  the  promise  he  had  given  his  son 
bound  him  to  remain  twenty-four  hours  longer. 
The  ground  he  walked  on  scorched  his  feet;  he 
longed  to  be  away,  and  all  the  congratulations,  the 
marks  of  sympathy  lavished  on  him  on  his  release, 
seemed  but  to  make  his  stay  still  more  distasteful 
to  him. 

Brunnow  had  just  finished  a letter,  telling  of  his 
speedy  return  home,  and  was  about  to  ring  and 
confide  it  to  the  maid  to  post,  when  the  latter  came 
running  in  unsummoned,  and  announced  breath- 
lessly : 

“Doctor,  doctor,  his  excellency  the  governor!” 

“Who?”  asked  Brunnow,  absently,  closing  the 
envelope. 

“His  excellency,  sir,  the  governor.” 

Brunnow  turned  quickly.  His  look  fell  on  the 
baron,  who  had  followed  the  servant  and  was  stand- 
ing in  the  ante-room.  Raven  entered  now,  and  said 
ceremoniously:  . • i 

“ May  I ask  for  a few  minutes’  conversation  with 
you,  Dr.  Brunnow?” 

“I  am  at  your  excellency’s  service,”  replied  Brun- 
now, warned  by  the  amazement  on  the  maid’s  face 
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that  he  must  show  no  signs  of  perturbation.  He 
gave  the  girl  his  letter,  and  sent  her  away.  When 
they  were  left  together,  Raven  dropped  his  assumed 
formality  of  tone. 

“My  coming  surprises  you.  Are  we  alone?” 

“Yes;  my  son  is  out.” 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  for  this  present  interview 
of  ours  brooks  no  witnesses.  Will  you  have  the 
kindness  to  close  the  door  securely,  so  that  we  may 
not  be  interrupted?” 

The  doctor  silently  complied.  He  drew  the  bolt 
on  the  entrance  door,  and  then  returned  to  the  inner 
room.  His  uneasy  glance  seemed  to  ask  the  import 
of  this  singular,  this  unlooked-for  visit.  The  two 
men  stood  a few  seconds  face  to  face,  silent  but  with 
hostility  in  the  attitude  of  each,  as  at  their  first 
meeting. 

The  baron  spoke  first. 

“You  hardly  expected  to  see  me  here?” 

“ I really  do  not  know  what  errand  can  bring  the 

governor  of  R beneath  this  roof,”  was  the 

answer. 

“I  am  governor  no  longer,”  said  Raven,  coldly. 

Brunnow  turned  on  him  a quick,  scrutinizing 
gaze. 

“You  have  given  in  your  resignation?”  he  asked. 

“I  am  leaving  my  post,”  the  other  answered,  in 
an  agitated  voice.  “Before  I quit  the  town,  how- 
ever, 1 wish  to  obtain  some  information  as  to  that 
article  in  the  newspaper  which  refers  so  minutely  to 
events  in  my  past  life.  You  are,  I think,  the  per- 
son most  likely  to  afford  me  this  information,  and 
therefore  I come  to  you.” 

The  doctor  turned  away. 

“That  article  did  not  emanate  from  me,”  he  said, 
after  a short  pause. 

“ That  may  be,  but,  in  any  case,  you  prompted  it. 
We  two  are  now  the  last  survivors  of  those  who 
were  implicated  in  that  catastrophe.  The  others  are 
dead,  or  have  been  altogether  lost  sight  of.  You 
alone  were  in  a position  to  make  those  disclosures.” 

Brunnow  was  silent.  He  remembered  but  too  well 
the  inconsiderate  words  which  the  superintendent’s 
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Wily  maneuver  had  wrested  from  him,  and  which 
had  since  been  published  throughout  the  length 
and  breadth  of  the  land. 

“ I only  wonder  that  you  did  not  turn  your  knowl- 
edge of  these  occurrences  to  account  sooner,”  went 
on  Raven;  “you,  or  the  others  who  shared  it.” 

“You  can  answer  that  question  yourself,”  said 
Brunnow.  “We  lacked  evidence.  If  we  ourselves 
were  profoundly  convinced  of  your  guilt,  that  was 
our  affair  alone.  The  world  requires  proofs,  tangible 
proofs,  and  these  we  could  not  produce.  Why  no 
voice  has  been  raised  against  you  before  this,  you 
ask?  No  one  knows  better  than  you  that,  in  those 
arbitrary  times,  which,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  are  now 
forever  past  and  gone,  every  inconvenient  voice 
was  hushed  and  stifled.  Then  Arno  Raven  rapidly 
acquired  influence,  became  the  friend  and  favorite 
of  the  minister,  whom  he  was  shortly  to  call  father. 
Later  on,  as  Baron  von  Raven,  he  was  the  most 
powerful  stay  and  support  of  the  government,  to 
whom  he  had  become  indispensable.  No  accusation 
against  such  a man  would  have  been  admitted ; it 
would  at  once  have  been  stigmatized  as  a lie,  a 
calumnious  lie,  and  suppressed  as  such.  We  all 
knew  this,  and  the  knowledge  kept  the  others  silent. 
It  was  not  withheld  by  these  considerations  alone. 

I — had  no  desire  to  accuse  you,  and  have  none  now. 
Some  admissions  made  by  me  during  my  confinement 
— admissions  which  were,  I fear,  purposely  ex- 
tracted from  me — may  have  served  as  a basis  for 
the  present  revelations.  The  superintendent  of' 
police  has  certainly  had  to  do  with  the  business. 
He  is  your  enemy.”  ^ 

“No,  he  is  simply  a spy,”  said  Raven,  contempt- 
uously; “and,  therefore,  I do  not  think  of  calling 
him  to  account.  It  was  no  duty  of  his,  moreover,  to 
keep  back  information  which  you  had  communi- 
cated to  him.  The  information  came  from  you,  and 
to  you  I look  for  satisfaction.” 

Brunnow  started  back.  “Satisfaction?  From  me? 
What  do  you  mean?” 

“ What  can  I mean  ? It  seems  to  me  no  explana- 
tion is  necessary.  There  is  but  one  way  of  wiping 
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out  an  insult  such  as  you  have  offered  me.  You 
will  not  refuse  me  this  atonement,  I suppose?” 

Not  a syllable  escaped  the  doctor’s  lips. 

“On  our  first  meeting  after  a lapse  of  years,”  pur- 
sued the  other,  “ you  spoke  to  me  words  which  made 
my  blood  boil  in  my  veins.  You  were  then  a 
proscribed  man,  who  had  hastened  to  his  son’s  sick 
bed ; every  hour  you  spent  here  was  fraught  with 
danger.  That  was  no  fitting  moment  to  demand  an 
explanation.  Now  you  are  free — so  name  your  time 
and  arms.” 

“A  duel  between  us!”  exclaimed  Brunnow.  “No, 
Arno,  you  cannot  exact  this!” 

“I  insist  on  it.  You  will  accept  my  challenge?” 

“No.” 

“Rudolph,  I tell  you,  you  will  accept  it.” 

“And,  once  again,  I say  no.  Any  other  man  I 
will  fight,  if  necessary,  but  not  you.” 

“ I did  not  think  you  had  turned  coward  since  we 
parted,”  said  Raven,  with  simulated  scorn. 

That  told.  The  doctor  started  up  in  anger,  and 
his  eye  sparkled  ominously.  “Unsay  that  word!” 
he  cried.  “You  know  well  that  I am  no  coward.  I 
have  no  need  to  prove  that  to  you  now.” 

“I  unsay  nothing,”  declared  Raven.  “You  have 
brought  a disgraceful  charge  against  me,  have  re- 
peated it  in  the  presence  o£.  a stranger,  who,  as  you 
were  well  aware,  would  give  it  publicity,  and  now 
you  seek  to  escape  the  consequences  of  your  act. 
Call  it  what  you  like — I call  it  cowardice.” 

Brunnow’s  self-command  went  from  him  al- 
together, as  the  fateful  word  was  thus  hurled  at 
him  a second  time. 

“Stop,  Arno,”  he  panted;  “I  will  not  bear  this.” 

The  baron  remained  quite  unmoved.  Not  a muscle 
of  his  face  quivered.  He  stood,  indexible  in  his  icy 
calm,  goading  his  adversary  on,  step  by  step,  to  the 
requisite  pitch  of  madness. 

“This,  then,  is  your  revenge?”  he  continued,  in  a 
contemptuous  tone.  “ For  twenty  years  you  have 
stayed  your  hand.  While  I was  great  and  power- 
ful, you  did  not  venture  to  strike ; but  a man  near- 
ing his  fall  is  a safer,  an  easier  target.  Winterfeld, 
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at  least,  was  an  honorable  foe.  He  attacked  me, 
certainly,  but  it  was  in  open  combat ; he  met  me 
face  to  face.  You  prefer  to  shoot  from  under  am- 
bush, calling  strangers  to  help  you  in  the  work. 
You  had  no  hesitation  in  supplying  the  police  and 
the  newspapers  with  weapons  against  me,  but  when 
it  comes  to  facing  me  and  the  arm  which  shall 
avenge  the  dishonor  done  me,  your  courage  fails 
you.  Verily,  Rudolph,  I should  not  have  believed 
you  capable  of  such  mean  and  pitiful  conduct !” 

“Enough!”  Brunnow  interposed,  in  a half-stifled 
voice.  “ Not  a word  more — I accept  your  challenge.” 

His  breast  heaved  with  a quick  convulsive  move- 
ment. He  had  grown  deadly  pale,  and  his  whole 
frame  shook  with  emotion. 

“Good.  I will  request  Colonel  Wilten,  the  com- 
mandant of  the  garrison,  hqre,  to  act  as  my  second. 
He  will  arrange  the  necessary  preliminaries  with 
any  gentleman  you  may  name  as  yours.” 

Brunnow  merely  bowed  his  head  in  assent.  The 
baron  took  his  hat  from  the  table,  and  then  went  up 
to  the  doctor  again. 

“One  thing  more,  Rudolph,”  he  said,  slowly. 
“ This  is  to  me  a matter  of  deadly  earnest.  As  you 
will  feel,  seeing  the  injury  you  have  done  me,  this 
duel  must  be  to  the  death  between  us.  I shall 
expect  that  it  be  not  turned  into  a comedy.  It 
might  seem  good  to  you  to  Are  in  the  air.  Do  not 
compel  me  to  repeat  before  our  seconds  that  which 
I have  said  to  you  here.  I give  you  my  word  I 
shall  take  that  course,  should  your  aim  be  pur- 
posely misdirected.” 

Brunnow  drew  himself  up,  and  his  eyes  blazed 
with  fierce,  passionate  hatred. 

“Do  not  fear,”  he  said.  “The  words  you  have 
spoken  to-day  have  been  as  the  death  knell  to  our 
past.  Any  lingering  reminiscences  of  youth  are 
buried  from  henceforth.  You  are  right.  A duel 
between  us  two  must  be  to  the  death.  1,  too,  know 
how  to  avenge  an  imputation  on  my  honor.” 

“ To-morrow,  then,  we  meet.  I will  go  now  and 
seek  the  colonel.” 

He  drew  back  the  bolt  from  the  door,  and  left  the 
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room,  drawing  a deep,  deep  breath,  as  though  a 
load  had  fallen  from  him.  Then,  with  a rapid, 
steady  step,  he  walked  away  in  the  direction  of 
Colonel  Wilten’s  house. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

GABRIELLE  ’S  RETURN.  —RETROSPECTIVE. 

It  was  afternoon  now.  Baron  von  Raven  sat  at 
his  writing-table,  engaged  in  looking  through  his 
papers.  For  some  time  past,  his  testimentary 
arrangements  had  been  made ; but  there  was  still 
much  to  set  in  order.  Colonel  Wilten  had  promptly 
responded  to  the  call  made  upon  him.  Though  he 
no  longer  considered  ^n  alliance  with  Raven’s 
family  desirable  for  his  son,  the  constraint  and 
coolness  which  had  lately,  since  their  explanation, 
existed  between  himself  and  the  baron,  had  been  an- 
noying and  painful  to  him;  and  he  seized  with 
alacrity  this  occasion  of  rendering  the  latter  a ser- 
vice. He  promised  to  settle  all  the  necessary  de- 
tails, and  to  come  round  himself,  and  report  "as  to 
'•what  had  been  agreed  upon  regarding  the  duel, 
which  was,  if  possible,  to  take  place  early  on  the 
following  morning. 

Raven  had  just  finished  a letter,  which  he  folded 
and  addressed  to  “Doctor  Rudolph  Brunnow.”  The 
lines  on  his  gloomy  brow  grew  deeper  still,  as  with 
sure  and  steady  strokes  he  traced  the  name  on  the' 
paper. 

“ Would  that  I could  have  spared  you,  Rudolph!” 
he  muttered.  “The  remembrance  of  this  fatal  hour 
will  be  with  you  to  your  dying  day.  I know  it— but 
there  was  no  alternative.” 

He  laid  the  letter  aside,  and  took  up  the  pen ; but 
this  time  it  was  less  obedient  to  the  hand  that 
wielded  it.  Some  minutes  elapsed  before  he  wrote 
the  first  few  lines ; then  he  stopped  suddenly— began 
anew— hesitated  once  more,  and  finally  tore  up  the 
sheet.  Why  leave  a farewell,  every  word  of  which 
must  be  barbed  with  bitterness?  The  letter  would 
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only  be  a standing  reproach  to  her  for  whom  it  was 
intended. 

The  baron  threw  down  his  pen,  and  rested  his 
head  on  his  hand.  Not  without  reason  had  he 
dreaded  the  moment  when  the  one  great  passion  of 
his  life,  which  had  betrayed  him  into  a passing 
weakness,  but  which  he  had  resolutely  driven  from 
him  far  into  the  background,  should  break  the  re- 
straining dykes,  and  rush  in  upon  him  again  with 
its  swift,  strong  current. 

It  was  no  soft  or  tender  emotion  which  filled  his 
breast.  Arno  Raven  was  not  one  easily  to  give  up 
what  he  desired,  or  lightly  to  forgive  where  he  be- 
lieved himself  wronged.  He,  of  his  own  free  will, 
had  decreed  the  separation — had  sent  Gabrielle 
from  him;  and  he  did  not  repent  it.  No  half- 
measures  suited  him.  “Let  it  be  this,  or  that,”  had 
been  this  motto  through  life ; so  now  he  would  have 
absolute  and  undivided  possession  of  her  love,  or  he 
preferred  to  lose  her  altogether.  Well,  he  had  lost 
her — given  her  over  to  another  who  could  rally  to 
his  aid  the  mighty  influences  of  youth  and  a first 
love. 

The  baron  never  doubted  that  the  connection  with 
Winterfeld  had  been  renewed  in  the  capital.  The 
tyrannical  guardian,  who  had  so  long  stood  between 
the  young  people,  separating  them,  had  now 
stepped  back,  leaving  them  free  to  draw  together 
again ; and  the  baroness  was  far  too  weak,  too  want- 
ing in  character,  to  oppose  any  lasting  resistance  to 
her  daughter’s  wishes,  when  no  longer  fettered  by 
fear  of  her  brother-in-law.  Besides,  Winterfeld’s 
position  had  changed.  He  had  risen  in  a most  un- 
expected manner,  and  would  surely  rise  further — 
thus  the  great  barrier  to  the  marriage  was  with- 
drawn. All  was  going  the  natural,  appointed 
course,  which  he  in  his  madness,  had  sought  to 
check  and  stay.  How,  indeed,  could  such  a young 
creature  as  Gabrielle  understand,  far  less  return,  a 
passion  so  profound,  so  all-absorbing  as  his? 

The  fine,  but  short,  autumn  day  was  fast  de- 
clining, and  the  rays  of  the  setting  sun  sought  and 
found  their  way  into  the  study.  Through  the  deep 


266  QABItIELLE'8  RETURN.- RETROSPECTIVE. 

bay  window  came  a broad,  golden  stream  of  light, 
filling  the  somber  room  with  a strange  transfigur- 
ing gleam.  Raven’s  look  rested  moodily  on  the 
brilliant  fiood.  So  had  the  sunbeam  glanced  across 
his  life,  gilding,  glorifying  all  for  a brief  space,  to 
disappear  suddenly,  leaving  him  again  in  loneliness 
and  darkness.  A sigh,  so  deep  as  to  be  almost  a 
groan,  burst  from  his  laboring  breast.  He  was 
alone  now,  and  needed  not  the  mask  of  proud,  im- 
passible calm.  To  have  preserved  it  longer  would 
have  exceeded  all  human  strength.  He  pressed 
his  hand  to  his  burning  brow,  and  closed  his  eyes. 

Some  time  went  by,  and  he  still  sat  on,  absorbed 
in  his  gloomy  brooding;  then  the  door  opened  gen- 
tly, almost  inaudibly,  and  as  gently  closed  again. 
Raven  did  not  notice  it,  and  did  not  stir,  until  the 
rustle  of  a woman’s  dress  close  at  hand  startled 
him.  He  turned,  and  a great  spasm  passed  across 
his  face;  but  the  exclamation  he  would  have  ut- 
tered died  on  his  lips,  and  he  gazed  with  speechless 
amazement,  almost  with  awe  at  the  vision  before 
him,  which  could  only  be  a creation  of  his  dis- 
ordered fancy.  Opposite  him,  in  the  full  stream  of 
light,  stood  Gabrielle,  motionless,  surrounded  by  an 
aureole  of  golden  rays,  as  though  in  verity  she  were 
but  an  apparition  called  up  by  the  earnest,  passion- 
ate craving  of  a despairing  heart,  a phantom  which 
would  the  next  minute  vanish  mysteriously  as  it 
had  come. 

The  baron  had  risen. 

“Can  it — can  it  be  you?”  he  asked  at  length,  and 
his  breath  came  sort  and  quick.  “ I thought  you 
were  far  away.” 

“I  left  town  this  morning,”  replied  the  young 
girl,  in  a low  voice.  “ I have  only  just  arrived. 
They  told  me  you  were  here  in  your  room.” 

Raven  did  not  answer.  His  eyes  were  still 
riveted  on  the  fair,  tender  face,  as  though  even  yet 
he  could  not  believe  in  the  reality  of  her  presence. 
Yes,  she  was  there  indeed!  how,"  wherefore,  he  did 
not  at  present  think  of  inquiring.  Gabrielle  seemed 
to  misinterpret  his  silence.  She  stood  in  the  same 
spot,  timid  and  anxious,  not  venturing  to  approach 
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him.  At  last  she  took  courage,  and  drew  slowly 
nearer. 

“ Will  you  repulse  me  again  now,  Arno,  when  I tell 
you  that  you  were  wrong  in  suspecting  me?  I 
should  have  spoken  long  ago,  but  you  put  me  from 
you  so  roughly,  so  harshly.  You  would  not  even 
hear  me — that  roused  my  pride.  I would  not  beg 
for  the  confidence  you  refused  me.  I” — she  stood 
close  by  his  side  now,  and  looked  pleadingly  into 
his  face — “ I knew  nothing  of  that  attack  upon  you. 
Only,  when  he  was  going  away,  George  told  me 
there  would  soon  be  open  war  between  you  and  him. 
I pressed  in  vain  for  some  explanation.  He  would 
give  me  none,  and  a few  minutes  later  we  had  to 
part.  Since  that  day,  not  a word,  not  a syllable  on 
the  subject  reached  me,  until  you  yourself  held  up 
the  book  before  my  eyes.  If  I had  had  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  what  was  coming,  you  would  have 
heard  of  it.  I never  betrayed  you,  Arno,  believe 
me.” 

Truth  rang  in  those  accents,  shone  in  her  face. 
Raven  caught  her  hand  with  a quick  movement. 
Still  with  the  same  expression  of  eager,  intense 
anxiety,  he  drew  her  to  him,  and,  without  uttering 
a word,  looked  into  her  eyes,  which,  through  their 
glistening  dew  met  his  fearlessly.  This  silent, 
piercing  scrutiny  lasted  some  seconds;  then  the 
baron  stooped  suddenly,  and  pressed  his  lips  to  the 
girl’s  brow. 

“No,  you  are  true,”  he  said,  with  a deep  long 
breath.  “1  believe  you.” 

His  hand  clasped  hers  more  firmly.  He  now  re- 
marked that  Gabrielle  was  still  in  her  traveling 
dress ; she  had  merely  thrown  off  her  hat  and  cloak 
before  coming  in  to  him.  As  yet,  however,  he  was 
far  from  divining  how  matters  really  stood.  His 
next  question  proved  this. 

“Where  is  your  mother,  and  what  has  caused 
this  speedy  return?  I did  not  expect  you  for 
several  weeks.” 

A deep  crimson  blush  slowly  mantled  to  the  girl’s 
cheeks 

“Mamma  stayed  behind.  I could  hardly  make 
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her  consent  to  my  coining.  She  only  yielded  when 
she  saw  there  was  no  possibility  of  keeping  me 
away.  I came  by  myself,  with  only  our  old  ser- 
vant as  escort.” 

Raven  followed  her  words  with  breathless  eager- 
ness. A dim  presentiment  of  boundless,  inexpressible 
happiness  stole  over  him ; but  at  the  same  moment 
the  old  shadow  crept  between  them. 

“And  Winterfeld?”  he  asked,  in  a keen,  incisive 
tone. 

Gabrielle’s  eyes  fell,  and  her  voice  trembled  as 
she  answered : 

“ I have  been  forced  to  give  him  great  pain,  to  cut 
him  to  the  heart,”  she  answered;  “ but  it  was  right 
he  should  learn  the  truth  before  I left  to  come  to 
you.  George  knows  it  all  now ; he  knows  to  whom 
my  love,  my  whole  love,  is  given.  He  has  re- 
leased me — I am  free — — ” 

She  could  not  finish.  Arno  had  drawn  her  close, 
close  to  his  breast.  She  felt  his  arms  round  her, 
felt  the  pressure  of  his  lips  on  hers,  and  everything 
elsOj  even  to  the  remembrance  of  George’s  pain, 
melted  away,  drowned  in  the  exceeding  sweetness 
of  that  moment.  At  length  Raven  raised  his  head, 
and,  still  holding  her  to  him,  said : 

“But  what  brought  you  to  me  at  this  precise 
time?  Why  did  you  hasten?  You  do  not,  cannot 
know  what  has  happened?” 

Smiling  through  her  tears,  Gabrielle  looked  up  at 
him. 

“ I only  heard  that  fresh  trouble  was  menacing, 
and  1 wanted  to  be  with  you.” 

“I  wanted  to  be  with  you!”  the  words  were  sim- 
ply, naturally  spoken,  but  Raven  understood  the 
entire,  the  infinite  devotion  they  expressed.  He 
gazed  down  in  silence  on  the  young  creature,  whom 
but  a short  time  before  he  had  so  bitterly  accused, 
whom  he  had  denounced  as  fickle  and  unstable  of 
purpose,  but  who  now  resolutely  tore  asunder  all 
restraining  ties,  to  hasten  to  his  side  and  share  his 
fate.  Through  the  deep  night  which  encompassed 
him,  irradiating  all  the  gloom,  came  a fiash  of  in- 
effable joy  and  triumph  at  finding  himself  so  loved. 
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The  golden  stream  of  light  faded  gradually  as  the 
sun  sank  lower  and  lower.  A few  solitary  rays  still 
strayed  into  the  room ; but,  little  by  little,  these  too 
vanished,  and  the  space  was  filled  with  a faint  rosy 
shimmer,  a refiection  from  the  gorgeous  evening 
sky  without.  Arno  and  Gabrielle  paid  no  heed  to 
it.  He  had  drawn  her  to  his  side,  and  was  speak- 
ing in  low,  earnest  tones,  but  not  of  downfall  or 
of  danger.  For  them  such  things  existed  not ; they 
gave  them  not  a thought.  For  the  first  time  their 
hearts  frankly  met,  no  shadow,  no  misunderstand*- 
ing  interposing  between  them;  for  the  first  time 
they  could  be  all  in  all  to  each  other.  Past  and 
future  were  dissolved  in  this  one  consciousness; 
they  loved,  and  in  their  love  were  infinitely  blest. 

“Colonel  Wilten  waits  on  your  excellency.”  A 
servant,  coming  in,  made  this  dry,  formal  an- 
nouncement. 

Raven  looked  up  as  though  he  had  been  roused 
from  a dream.  He  pressed  his  hand  across  his  brow. 

“Colonel  Wilten?”  he  repeated  slowly.  “Ah, 
true.  I had  forgotten  that.” 

Gabrielle’s  attention  was  at  once  aroused. 

“Must  you  seethe  colonel  to-night?”  she  asked, 
seized,  as  it  were,  by  some  vague  foreboding.  “The 
reception-hours  were  over  long  ago.” 

The  baron  stood  up.  The  radiant  expression 
which  had  illumined  his  face  was  gone  now. 

“ I expected  him.  There  are  matters  it  is  neces- 
sary for  us  to  discuss.  Ask  the  colonel  to  have  the 
kindness  to  wait  for  me  in  the  drawing-room.  I 
will  be  with  him  directly.” 

The  servant  withdrew. 

“I  must  leave  you,  Gabrielle.  You  little  know 
what  it  costs  me  to  part  from  you,  even  for  a 
moment,”  he  said,  in  an  agitated  voice;  “but  the 
aifair  which  brings  Wilten  to  the  castle  must  be 
settled  at  once,  if  I wish  to  have  my  evening  free. 
Then  we  shall  be  alone  together,  and  no  one  shall 
disturb  us.  Come,  I will  take  you  to  your  room.” 

He  passed  her  arm  through  his,  and  led  her 
through  the  library  and  across  the  corridor  over  to 
the  opposite  wing.  A few  minutes  later  he  entered 
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the  drawing-room  where  the  colonel  awaited  him. 
Their  interview  was  of  short  duration.  Scarcely  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  later  Wilten  left  the  castle,  and 
the  baron  returned  to  his  study,  sitting  down  once 
more  to  his  writing-table.  He  had  said  truly.  It 
cost  him  a cruel  pang  to  lose  sight  of  Gabrielle,  even 
for  a few  minutes,  and  yet  he  now  remained  absent 
from  her  a full  hour.  She  could  not  be  there  at  his 
side  while  he  wrote  to  her  that  farewell  letter. 

The  unexpected  arrival  of  the  young  baroness  had 
caused  some  surprise  at  the  castle,  especially  as  she 
came  without  her  mother;  but  the  old  retainer, 
who  had  accompanied  her  soon  vouchsafed  the 
necessary  information.  His  excellency  had,  by 
letter,  summoned  his  ward  and  sister-in-law  to  him. 

Evening  had  now  fully  closed  in.  Gabrielle  was 
still  alone  in  her  room,  counting  the  minutes  until 
Arno’s  return.  Colonel  Wilten’s  visit  awakened  no 
special  surprise  in  her  mind,  for,  before  her  depart- 
ure, conferences  between  him  and  the  baron  had 
been  of  very  frequent  occurrence.  She  had  opened 
the  window,  and  was  leaning  dreamily  forward, 
looking  out,  when  at  length  the  longed  for  step 
sounded  at  her  door.  She  flew  to  meet  her  visitor, 
and  he  clasped  her  to  him  as  though  that  brief  hour 
had  been  as  a separation  of  years. 

“How  I am  free,”  said  the  baron,  coming  in; 
“ altogether  free,  my  Gabrielle.  How  I am  yours, 
and  yours  alone.” 

Gabrielle  looked  up  at  him.  His  countenance  was 
paler  than  usual,  but  it  wore  an  expression  of  grave, 
deep  calm. 

“The  colonel  brought  you  no  bad  news?”  she 
asked  apprehensively. 

“Ho;  only  some  necessary  information,”  replied 
Haven,  very  quietly,  but  withdrawing  at  once  from 
the  circle  illumined  by  the  lamp,  and  going  up  to 
the  young  girl  at  the  window. 

The  air  without  was  cool,  but  mild  as  on  a spring 
evening  , and  the  country  around  lay  bathed  in 
bright  moonlight. 

“I  opened  the  window,”  said  Gabrielle;  “the 
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room  seemed  so  close,  and  it  is  such  a beautiful 
evening.  ” 

“ Yes,  most  beautiful,”  repeated  the  baron,  gazing 
out,  apparently  lost  in  thought.  Then,  turning 
suddenly  to  his  young  companion:  “You  are  right,” 
he  said ; “ there  is  a stifling,  oppressive  feeling  in- 
doors to-day.  I myself  feel  a longing  for  the  open 
air,  where  one  can  breathe  more  freely.  Shall  we 
go  down  into  the  garden?” 

Gabrielle  at  once  assented. 

The  baron  took  a shawl  which  was  lying  on  the 
sofa,  and  wrapped  it  carefully  about  her  slender 
flgure.  Then  they  left  the  room  together. 

The  castle  garden  was  still  and  solitary  as  ever, 
and  its  summer  glory  had  long  departed  from  it. 
The  Nixies’  Well  babbled  and  rippled  on;  the  foun- 
tain splashed  and  threw  aloft  its  white  vail  of  spray ; 
and  the  two,  to  whom  the  voice  of  its  waters  had 
whispered  so  fateful  a message,  stood  once  again 
by  its  brink,  within  reach  of  its  glittering  shower. 

Raven  looked  down  at  his  companion  with 
mingled  tenderness  and  melancholy. 

“The  nixies’ vengeance  has  overtaken  me,  after 
all,”  he  said,  in  a low  tone.  “Why  did  I venture 
to  jest  at  them  and  their  magic  spell?  I have  not 
visited  the  place  since  that  day;  but  to-night  [ 
seemed  drawn  to  it  irresistibly.  I felt  I must  s.ee 
the  fountain  once  again.” 

Gabrielle  started  at  his  last  words. 

“Once  again?  What  do  you  mean,  Arno?  Why 
do  you  say  that?” 

Her  words  were  eager,  prompted  by  a quick, 
anxious  misgiving. 

Arno  smiled,  and  passed  his  hand  caressingly  over 
the  girl’s  fair  hair. 

“ Y ou  must  not  be  so  timorous.  I only  mean  that 
shortly,  in  the  course  of  a few  days,  1 shall  leave  the 
castle  and  this  town.  The  blow  you  believed  to  be 
impending  has  fallen  on  me,  my  child.  This  morn- 
ing I. ceased  to  be  governor  of  the  province.” 

“So  they  have  driven  you  to  the  last  extremity,” 
said  Gabrielle,  sadly.  “You  have  resigned?” 

“No;  I am  dismissed.” 
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The  baron’s  lips  twitched,  but  he  could  bring  him- 
self now  to  speak  the  word  which  was  fraught 
with  such  profound  humiliation. 

“Dismissed !”  repeated  Gabrielle,  “without  your 
seeking  it?  Why,  that  is ” 

“An  insult,”  concluded  Kaven,  as  she  hesitated. 
“ Or  a condemnation,  as  you  like  to  take  it.  It  is 
usual,  if  only  for  appearances’  sake,  to  allow  a fallen 
man  the  privilege  of  retiring ; but  even  this  favor 
has  been  denied  me.” 

“And  what  will  you  do  now?”  asked  Gabrielle, 
after  a pause. 

“Nothing,”  replied  the  baron,  coldly.  “My  public 
career  is  at  an  end.  I shall  go  to  one  of  my  estates 
in  the  country,  and  there — live  on.” 

“Will  that  be  possible  to  you,  Arno?  You  once 
told  me  that  to  work  and  to  rule  were  as  the  neces- 
sary conditions  of  your  being,  that  you  could  not 
endure  an  aimless  existence,  the  monotonous  round 
of  an  every-day  life.” 

“ I shall  learn  to  endure  them  perhaps.  One  has 
so  much  to  learn  in  this  world.  At  all  events,  I 
must  try.” 

“And  I shall  go  with  you,”  whispered  Gabrielle, 
with  the  fervor  of  a great  love.  “ I shall  stay  with 
you,  always  and  always.” 

“Yes,  always.” 

Again  Raven  smiled,  but  he  avoided  meeting 
Gabrielle’s  eye.  He  put  his  arm  rcund  her  gently, 
and  drew  her  to  the  seal  near  the  fountain. 

Arno  sat  for  a while  silent  by  Gabrielle’s  side. 
The  great  peace  surrounding  him  soothed  his 
weary  spirit  after  all  the  tempests,  all  the  din  of  the 
last  few  months.  In  his  heart,  too,  the  storm  had 
spent  itself.  So  long  as  it  had  been  possible  to 
fight,  and  to  defend  himself,  he  h^d  remained  in 
the  arena,  steady,  strong,  and  to  all  appearance 
unmoved.  How  it  had  really  been  with  him  during 
that  terrible  time  wiien  the  two  ruling  passions  of 
his  life,  pride  and  ambition,  had  been  daily 
wounded,  racked  by  a thousand  mortifications,  he 
alone  knew.  Now  the  battle  and  the  strife  were 
over,  and  the  calm  of  a final,  irrevocable  resolve 
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took  from  the  remembrance  of  the  past  its  deepest 
sting. 

“ Gabrielle,  you  have  asked  me  nothing  yet  as  to 
the  cause  of  my  overthrow,”  the  baron  said,  at 
length;  “and  yet  you  know  the  charges  brought 
against  me.  Do  you  believe  them?” 

“Why  should  I ask?  Of  course,  I knew  at  once 
the  tale  was  false— a false  and  wicked  calumny.” 

“So  you,  at  least,  believe  in  me,”  said  Raven,  with 
a deep  breath  of  relief. 

“ I have  never  for  an  instant  doubted  you.  But 
why  do  you  bear  the  accusation  in  silence?  Why  do 
you  not  meet  and  utterly  crush  it?  Even  for  your 
own  sake  you  are  bound  to  repel  so  foul  a charge.” 

“I  have  publicly  declared  the  statement  which 
has  been  given  to  the  world  to  be  absolutely  devoid 
of  truth.  You  see  how  my  word  has  been  believed. 
I can  no  more  bring  forward  proofs  than  they  can 
who  accuse  me.  One  man,  only  one,  could  have 
cleared  me  entirely,  and  he  has  long  been  in  his 
grave.  That  man  was  your  grandfather.” 

“My  grandfather !”  said  Gabrielle,  in  surprise. 
“ He  died  when  I was  quite  a child,  but  I have  al- 
ways heard  from  my  parents  that  you  were  his 
favorite  and  his  confidential  friend.” 

Raven  mused  awhile  in  silence.  Then  he  went 
on : 

“His  was  an  exceptional  nature.  Perhaps  that 
was  why  we  understood  each  other  so  well,  for  I 
myself  have  never  accepted  common  prejudices  for 
the  rule  and  guidance  of  my  life.  He,  indeed,  was 
born  to  the  eminence  I had  laboriously  to  attain. 
An  aristocrat  through  and  through,  he  yet  posses- 
sed sufficient  impartiality  to  recognize  talent  and 
force  of  character  wherever  he  found  them,  or 
however  they  might  be  employed.  I,  above  all, 
have  cause  to  know  this.  It  was  no  small  thing  for 
the  proud  and  wealthy  nobleman,  for  the  all-power- 
ful minister  to  accord  his  daughter’s  hand  to  a 
young  middle-class  official  who  had  yet  to  win  for 
himself  a name  and  a position.  It  led  me  upward 
to  the  dreamed-of  height,  but  the  price  I had  to  pay 
for  its  help  was  too  onerous,  too  great.” 


274  OABRIKLLE’S  RETURN.— RETROSPECTIVE. 

He  paused,  and  ^azed  away  into  the  misty  dis- 
tance. Gahrielle  laid  her  hand  on  his  arm  entreat- 
ingly. 

“ Arno,  I have  long  felt  that  there  is  some  bitter 
memory  in  your  life,  and  I know  it  has  come 
through  some  misfortune,  and  no  fault.  Will  you 
not  open  your  heart  to  me  now?  I think  I have  a 
right  to  hear  the  tale.” 

“You  have  a right,”  said  Raven,  gravel^',  “and 
you  shall  hear  it.” 

He  put  his  arm  round  her  shoulder,  and  drew 
her  nearer  to  him. 

“You  know  that  I come  of  plain  burgher  stock. 
The  early  death  of  my  parents  taught  me  betimes 
to  think  and  act  for  myself.  I entered  the  service 
of  the  State,  and  had  to  work  my  way  up  from  the 
lowest  grade.  When  the  whole  land  was  swept  by 
a storm  of  revolution,  and  the  capital  itself  was  in  a 
state  of  armed  insurrection,  of  open  rebellion 
against  the  government,  I was  chained  to  my  desk 
in  a remote  provincial  town,  and  so  prevented  from 
taking  part  in  a movement  with  which  my  convic- 
tions led  me  to  sympathize.  The  very  next  year,  as 
chance  would  have  it,  I was  transferred  to  the  capi- 
tal; I was  thus  brought  into  closer  contact  with 
my  chief,  who  had  lately  come  into  office,  and  was 
about  to  inaugurate  that  period  of  reaction  which 
has  since  followed.  I was  drawn  into  revolutionary 
circles,  to  which  my  political  convictions  had  long 
inclined  me,  by  Brunnow,  who  was  an  enthusiastic 
reformer.  He  was  at  the  head  of  a secret  association 
of  which  I now  became  a member.  We  believed  in 
Utopias,  impossibilities,  and  chimeras,  which  could 
have  no  lasting  existence  in  real  life ; but,  foolish 
as  was  our  creed,  we  would  have  died  rather  than 
abandon  it.” 

Raven  paused  a moment.  These  recollections 
seemed  to  move  him  greatly. 

“Then  came  the  catastrophe,”  he  went  on,  speak- 
ing now  with  more  animation.  “ We  were  suspected 
and  watched,  though  we  ourselves  had  no  idea  of 
it,  until  the  minister  himself  took  action  against 
us.  He  must  have  supposed  that  I was  in  some 
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way  connected  with  the  band,  for  one  day  he  sent 
for  me,  and  called  me  to  account,  though  by  no 
rneans  as  an  offender  whom  he  was  anxious  to  con- 
vict. He  talked  to  me  in  a kind,  almost  a paternal 
manner,  and  that  disarmed  me.  I was  so  far  carried 
away  as  to  avow  my  political  views,  and  to  defend 
them — to  defend  them  to  him ! 

“ It  was  a grave  error,  and  one  that  has  cost  me 
dear.  No  word  fell  from  my  lips  regarding  the 
secret  I was  bound  to  keep ; the  minister,  indeed, 
made  no  attempt  to  extract  a confession  of  it  from 
me.  He  knew  me,  and  was  well  aware  that  neither 
threat  nor  promise  could  induce  me  to  act  a 
perfidious  part ; but  my  ardent  enthusiasm,  my  im- 
prudent championship  of  liberal  ideas,  were  enough 
to  put  the  experienced  statesman  on  the  right  track. 
He  dismissed  me  with  apparent  friendliness,  but  I 
had  hardly  reached  my  home  when  I was  arrested, 
my  papers  were  seized,  and  every  chance  of  com- 
municating with  my  comrades  was  made  impossible. 
Kudolph,  who  was  known  as  my  intimate  friend, 
was  the  next  victim.  At  his  lodgings  was  found  the 
correspondence  relating  to  our  association,  and  in 
it  a key  was  had  to  the  whole  business.  Four  others 
of  our  band  shared  our  fate.  The  blow  fell  so  unex- 
pectedly that  none  had  time  to  escape. 

“ The  charge  against  us  was  one  of  high  treason, 
and  we  might  hold  ourselves  prepared  for  any  fate. 
After  a short  interval  I was  again  conducted  to 
the  minister’s  presence.  He  informed  me  that  I 
was  released  from  confinement.  He  had,  he  said, 
convinced  himself  that.  I had  been  led  astray,  that  I 
had  merely  been  the  dupe  of  Brunnow  and  his  con- 
federates, and  offered  to  overlook  what  had  passed, 
if  I would  give  him  my  word  of  honor  to  break  once 
for  all  with  the  revolutionary  party.  I stared  at 
my  chief  in  stunned  amazement.  Did  he  really  not 
know  how  I stood  toward  this  secret  society,  or  was 
he  intentionally  ignoring  the  offense?  My  name,  it 
is  true,  had  nowhere  figured  in  its  records. 

‘‘  The  minister  preserved  his  imperturbable  calm, 
and  repeated  the  offer  he  had  made. 

“ H will  give  you  a month  for  reflection,’  he  said. 
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‘I  have  too  good  an  opinion  of  you,  I am  too  hopeful 
as  regards  your  future,  to  allow  you  to  ruin  your- 
self with  these  wild  socialist  intrigues.  Your  head  can 
render  better  service  to  the  State  than  by  weaving 
endless,  fruitless  conspiracies  in  prison  or  in  exile. 
You  are  not  the  first  man  who  has  recognized  his 
error,  and  become  in  after-time  the  zealous  opponent 
of  the  cause  he  once  defended,  and  the  very 
pertinacity  and  defiance  with  which  you  now  put 
from  you  the  proffered  means  of  rescue,  prove  to 
me  that  I may  take  on  myself  the  responsibility  of 
readmitting  you  to  the  service,  if  you  make  up  your 
mind  to  come  back  as  one  of  ours.  For  the  present, 
you  are  free,  and  have  the  choice  between  an  honor- 
able, possibly  brilliant,  career,  and  ruin.” 

“And  you  chose ?”  asked  Gabrielle. 

“No,”  replied  Raven,  bitterly.  “In  reality,  no 
choice  was  left  me.  They  had  taken  care  I should 
be  spared  the  pain  of  making  one.  My  first  endeavor 
was  to  find  out  how  much  was  really  lost  to  our 
cause,  and  how  much  might  yet  be  saved.  I sought 
out  my  friends,  and  met  with  a reception  for 
which  I was  utterly  unprepared.  ‘Treason,’  they 
cried,  on  seeing  me.  ‘Treason,’  saluted  my  ears, 
wherever  1 showed  myself.  Hate,  indignation, 
abhorrence — the  whole  gamut  was  run  through.  At 
first,  I did  not  understand  the  meaning  of  it  all — 
too  soon  it  was  made  intelligible  to  me.  In  their 
eyes,  I was  the  traitor  who  had  brought  about  the 
discovery.  My  official  position,  the  evident  favor 
shown  me  by  my  chief,  had  already  given  rise  to 
some  distrust — and  now  it  was  clear  as  day.  I had 
been  the  minister’s  tool  and  spy.  I had  disclosed, 
had  sold  to  him  the  secrets  of  our  society.  My  own 
arrest,  they  concluded,  was  nothing  but  a blind,  a 
preconcerted  plan  by  which  I was  to  be  withdrawn 
from  the  vengeance  of  those  whom  I had  betrayed, 
and  ,my  prompt  liberation  showed  beyond  a doubt 
that  I was  in  league  with  the  enemy.  I now  found 
that  my  chief’s  magnanimity  had  not  been  so  com- 
plete as  I had  supposed.  He  had  taken  his  precau- 
tions before  setting  me  at  liberty,  and  had  thus  def- 
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initely  shut  me  out  from  the  ranks  of  the  ‘wild 
reformers.  ’ 

“ At  first  I stood  bewildered  by  the  terrible  accu- 
sation, then  with  indignant  vehemence  I made  my 
protest.  Openly  avowing  my  imprudence,  the  only 
crime  of  which  I had  been  guilty,  I gave  a circum- 
stantial account  of  my  interview  with  the  minister 

in  vain,  my  words  were  received  as  so  many  mere 
evasive  shifts.  I was  judged,  and  against  their 
sentence  there  was  no  appeal.  One  man  alone 
would  perhaps  have  believed  me— Rudolph  Brun- 
now.  He  was  the  principal  sufferer,  the  one  on 
whom  the  blow  had  fallen  most  heavily ; and  yet, 
had  I been  able  to  confront  him,  to  look  him  in  the 
face,  and  say:  ‘It  is  a lie,  Rudolph.  I am  no 
traitor!'  he  would  have  given  me  his  hand,  and 
together  we  should  have  fought  down  the  calumny. 
But  he  was  in  prison — beyond  my  reach.  I gave 
the  others  my  word  of  honor.  They  answered  that 
I had  no  honor  to  lose,  and  even  refused  me  all 
satisfaction  for  the  gross  insult.  These  men,  baited, 
persecuted,  irritated  to  madness,  were  not  capable 
of  forming  an  unbiased  judgment,  and  I fear  that 
their  suspicions  were  purposely  directed  against  me. 
This,  indeed,  I have  never  learned  for  a fact ; but 
the  pardon,  which  was  soon  afterward  granted  me, 
set  the  seal  on  my  supposed  ignominy  and  my  dis- 
grace. 

“ A month  later  I was  with  the  minister  again.  I 
had  tried  every  means  in  my  power  to  clear  myself 
from  the  shameful  suspicion,  and  had  failed.  I was 
still  shunned,  proscribed  by  the  members  of  my 
own  party,  thrust  out  from  their  midst — and  now  I 
resolved  in  my  turn  to  cast  them  from  me.  Up  to 
this  time  I had  been  blameless.  I now  knew  ex- 
actly what  would  be  demanded  of  me,  were  I to 
accept  my  chief's  proposal ; but  my  whole  soul  rose 
in  arms  against  those  who  had  condemned  me  with- 
out a hearing.  The  insults  I had  endured,  the  in- 
justice of  my  former  friends,  drove  me  straight  into 
the  enemy's  camp.  I knew  that  the  price  of  my 
new  position  would  be  the  renuncia-tion  of  my 
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prinf^iples — yet  I broke  with  my  past,  and  gave  the 
required  promise.” 

The  baron’s  voice  vibrated  strangely;  his  quick, 
short  breathing  betrayed  the  emotion  these  painful 
reminiscences  aroused  within  him.  Gabrielle  hung 
on  his  words  in  a great  tension  of  suspense ; but 
she  did  not  venture  to  interrupt  the  story.  He  had 
withdrawn  his  arm  from  her  now;  and  when  he 
spoke  again,  it  was  in  a dull,  hollow  tone. 

“ From  that  time  forth  my  career  is  known  to  you 
and  to  the  world.  I became  the  minister’s  secretary, 
became  his  confidential  friend,  and,  finally,  his  son- 
in-law.  His  potent  influence  overcame  ail  the  ob- 
stacles which  stand  in  the  path  of  a nameless  com- 
moner struggling  upward,  and  when  once  the 
road  was  clear  before  me,  I had  only  to  exert  the 
natural  powers  I possessed.  The  constant  influence 
of  my  father-in-law,  whom  I sincerely  revered,  that 
of  the  circle  in  which  I lived,  did  the  rest.  I must  go 
onward,  without  looking  back — and  onward  I went. 
The  way  was  steep,  and  led  over  the  ruins  of  former 
shrines,  but  I reached  the  goal.  I have  lived  great 
and  honored — to  end  in  this  way!” 

“ But  it  is  only  a lie,  a wicked  calumny  which  has 
brought  about  your  fall!”  broke  in  Gabrielle. 
“ This  must  and  shall  be  clearly  shown.  ” 

Raven  shook  his  head  gloomily. 

“ Can  I compel  that  belief  which  the  world  does 
not  willingly  accord  me?  I have  already  heard 
from  Rudolph  Brunnow’s  mouth  that  I have  for- 
feited all  claim  to  confidence.  He,  indeed,  can  meet 
any  charge  with  an  unruffled  brow ; no  defense  set 
up  by  him  would  pass  unnoticed,  for  his  past,  his 
whole  life  testifies  for  him — mine  condemns  me. 
The  man  who  has  abjured  his  convictions  may  also 
have  betrayed  his  friends.  The  curse  of  that  fatal 
hour,  wherein  I proved  untrue  to  myself,  weighs  on 
me  now,  and  makes  me  powerless  to  refute  the 
calumny  which  works  my  fall.” 

“And  who  are  they  who  turn  against  you?”  cried 
Gabrielle,  with  a burst  of  indignation.  “ The  very 
men  for  whom  you  have  toiled,  for  whom  you  have 
sacrificed  all.  Oh,  the  base  ingratitude!” 
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“Ingratitude!  Have  I the  right  to  look  for  grati- 
tude at  their  hands?”  asked  Raven,  with  quiet,  bitter 
meaning.  “No  bond  of  confidence  has  existed  be- 
tween us.  They  had  need  of  me  to  work  out  their 
plans,  and  I had  need  of  them  as  stepping-stones  by 
which  to  mount.  The  man  who  stands  and  falls  by 
his  principles  can  endure  reverses ; but  he  who  has 
given  the  best  energies  of  his  life  to  a cause  which 
was  never  his  at  heart,  which  in  his  inmost  soul  he 
must  condemn  and  despise,  has  no  anchor,  no  stay 
in  the  hour  of  misfortune.” 

“And  I?”  asked  Gabrielle,  reproachfully.  “Am  I 
nothing?” 

“Ah,  yes,  you,  my  darling!”  cried  the  baron,  with 
passionate  tenderness.  “Your  love  is  the  one  thing 
left  to  me.  But  for  you,  I could  not  have  endured 
this  fate.” 

“Will  you  be  able  to  endure  it?”  asked  the  young 
girl,  apprehensively.  “ Ah,  Arno,  I feel  as  though  it 
will  hardly  be  in  my  power  to  reconcile  you  to  a lot 
which  will  lack  all  that  really  constitutes  your  life. 
You  will  pine  and  waste  away  in  solitude,  even 
though  I share  it  with  you.” 

“Let  us  talk  no  more  of  this  now,”  said  Raven, 
gently  parrying  her  question.  “We  will  speak  of  it 
later  on.  I have  drawn  the  vail  from  my  past ; it 
was  right  that  you  should  know  both  it  and  me 
thoroughly.  But  now  we  have  had  enough  of  these 
gloomy  recollections.  They  shall  no  longer  come 
between  us  and  the  happiness  of  this  hour.” 

He  drew  himself  up  quickly,  as  though  by  an  effort 
he  would  cast  all  troubling  thoughts  from  him  for 
awhile.  And  truly  it  was  very  beautiful,  this  quiet 
hour  in  the  moonlight  garden.  The  half-stripped 
trees,  the  widowed  earth,  bereft  of  flowers  and 
perfumes,  seemed  to  win  back  their  long-lost  charm 
in  the  mystic  light  which  spread  its  mild  glamour 
over  the  scene,  vailing  the  ravages  caused  by  the 
late  storms,  and  investing  it  with  a calm,  transcen- 
dent beauty. 

Dreamily  still  lay  the  castle  garden,  and  the 
broad  landscape  out  beyond  it.  The  prospect,  in- 
deed, no  longer  stretched,  beaming  and  definite,  in 
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the  radiant  clearness  of  a summer  day.  Now  the 
valley  slept  half  hidden  in  its  shimmering  depths. 
At  the  foot  of  the  Castle-hill  the  city  lamps  burned 
steadily,  and  its  roofs  and  towers  rose  white  and 
glittering,  aloft  into  the  pure  night  air. 

Up  here  too,  in  the  garden,  the  curling  mists 
crept  over  the  grass,  and  here  too  the  fitful  moon- 
beams wove  their  fantastic  imagery.  Under  their 
influence  the  gray  moss-grown  figures  about  the 
Nixies'  Well  seemed  to  grow  into  life,  to  move  to 
and  fro  behind  their  humid  screen  of  falling  water. 
The  fountain,  struck  in  full  by  the  chaste  stream 
of  light  from  above,  rose  and  sank  again  in  shin- 
ing sheets  of  silver  rain.  Intermingled  with  its 
splash  and  murmur  came  those  voices  which  are 
heard  only  in  the  stillness  of  the  night,  strange, 
unfamiliar  voices,  mysterious  as  the  night  itself. 
The  wind  was  hushed. 

The  evening  was  so  mild  and  clear,  one  might 
have  dreamed  that  spring  had  come  again ; and, 
truly,  the  dream  that  was  now  filling  Kaven’s  mind 
was  gracious  as  any  May-morning — a late-timed, 
short-lived  dream,  no  doubt,  but  concentrating  in 
its  brief  space  all  the  blessedness  which  earth  can 
give ; so,  in  passionate  heart  stirring  words,  he  swore 
to  the  fair  young  creature  he  held  in  his  arms,  to 
the  woman  who  had  taught  him  to  know  both  love 
and  happiness.  Had  any  unseen,  unsuspected 
spectator  looked  on  Raven,  listened  to  his  impas- 
sioned accents,  such  a one  would  have  understood 
that  this  man,  despite  his  years,  despite  his  stern- 
ness and  reserve,  despite  all  the  darker  side  of  his 
nature,  must  surely  carry  off  the  palm,  must  win 
the  day  against  all  others  where  his  intenser  feel- 
ings were  engaged,  where  his  heart  was  set  on 
victory.  All  the  long  pent-up  ardor  and  tender- 
ness flamed  up  in  him  anew;  every  word,  every 
look,  told  of  a passion  which,  in  its  power  and 
depths  could  have  fired  no  youthful  breast,  a pas- 
sion such  as  only  a strong  man  in  his  maturity 
could  conceive.  This  Gabrielle  felt,  as,  closely 
nestling  to  his  side,  her  head  resting  on  his 
shoulder,  she  looked  up  at  him  with  a happy  smile. 
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Those  gloomy,  distressing  forebodings  of  an  hour 
ago  could  not  hold  good  before  the  magic  of  his 
voice  and  presence;  and  through  the  music  of  his 
words,  distinctly  audible,  came  the  rippling  of  the 
spring,  singing  on  the  sweet,  monotonous  melody 
to  which  they  had  listened  in  the  birth-hour  of 
their  love. 

Slowly  the  clocks  in  the  town  below  chimed  the 
hour  of  eleven.  The  baron  shuddered  slightly  at 
this  warning.  Then  he  rose  quickly,  as  by  a strong 
and  resolute  effort. 

“We  must  go  back  to  the  castle,”  he  said.  “The 
night  air  is  growing  cool,  and  you  need  rest  after 
your  rapid  and  fatiguing  journey.  Come,  Gabrielle.” 

She  made  no  opposition,  but,  passing  her  hand 
through  his  arm,  moved  away  with  him. 

They  entered  the  castle.  Up  stairs  in  the  corridor, 
which  led  to  Madame  von  Harder’s  apartment,  the 
baron  suddenly  halted.  Could  it  be  that  his  iron 
strength  of  will  was  failing  him  at  last?  His  being 
was  torn  and  shaken  to  its  very  depths  by  the  great 
agony  of  that  parting,  but  Gabrielle’s  questions,  full 
of  a vague  foreboding,  had  not  fallen  on  his  ears 
in  vain.  He  knew  that  the  least  imprudence  on  his 
part  would  betray  all,  and  would  bring  on  her  un- 
necessary anguish  and  suspense.  The  blow  must 
fall — better  it  should  strike  her  unawares. 

“Good-night,”  said  Gabrielle,  all  unsuspectingly, 
giving  him  her  hand.  “We  shall  meet  again  to- 
morrow. ” 

“To-morrow!”  repeated  Raven,  with  profound 
significance.  “ Ay — surely.  ” 

He  raised  the  young  girl’s  head  gently,  so  that 
the  light  from  the  hanging  lamps  fell  full  upon  it, 
and  looked  into  the  fair  face  now  again  brightened 
by  the  rosy  flush  of  happiness,  into  the  clear,  sunny 
eyes — looked  long  and  deeply,  as  though  he  would 
engrave  the  image  on  his  brain  forever.  Then  he 
bent  down,  and  kissed  her. 

“Good-by,  my  Gabrielle— good-night !” 

Gabrielle  softly  freed  herself  from  his  arms,  and 
left  him.  On  the  threshold  of  her  room  she  stopped, 
and  waved  him  a last  farewell ; then  she  closed  the 
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door  behind  her.  Arno  stood  motionless,  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  door  through  which  the  “ sunbeam”  of 
his  life  had  vanished.  His  voice  quivered,  as  he 
said,  in  a low  tone: 

“Poor  child,  what  an  awaking  is  in  store  for 
you!” 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

THE  DUEL. 

The  next  morning  broke  dull  and  gloomy, 
clouded  by  the  thick  fog  which  late  autumn  often 
brings  in  its  train.  It  was  still  very  early,  and 
only  just  light  without,  when  Colonel  Wilten  en- 
tered the  castle.  He  came  on  foot,  and  was  at  once 
shown  into-  the  baron’s  private  study  by  a servant 
who  had  previously  received  his  instructions. 
Raven  appeared  immediately.  He  was  quite  ready, 
but  his  features  bore  no  trace  of  a past  vigil,  or  a 
restless  night.  He  had,  indeed,  slept  profoundly  up 
to  the  moment  when  his  servant  had  called  him. 
On  coming  in,  he  advanced  to  greet  the  colonel  with 
his  usual  self-possession  and  quiet  gravity.  Some 
few  obsevations  were  exchanged  having  reference 
to  the  fog,  the  drive  before  them,  the  place  and  hour 
of  meeting — then  Raven  drew  out  the  key  of  his 
writing-table  and  gave  it  to  the  colonel. 

“ I must  ask  you,  in  case  of  my  death  to  take  on 
yourself  the  first  and  most  necessary  arrange- 
ments,” he  said.  “My  papers  will  be  found  in  order. 
There,  in  that  compartment  lies  my  will  with  a few 
personal  memoranda  which  I yesterday  noted 
down.  There  you  will  also  find  a letter  which  I beg 
you  to  forward  without  delay  to  its  address.  It  is 
directed  to  Dr.  Rudolph  Brunnow.” 

“To  your  adversary  of  to-day?”  asked  the  colonel 
in  astonishment. 

“Yes.  It  contains  an  explanation  which  I owe 
him  but  which  cannot  be  given  before  the  duel. 
He  will  find  it  there  in  writing— but  now  one  thing 
more.”  The  baron  paused  a moment  and  then 
slowly  drew  a second  letter  from  his  breast  pocket : 
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‘‘These  lines  are  destined  for  niy  ward,  Gabriplle 
von  Harder.  I should  wish  however,  that  she  might 
be  in  some  measure  prepared  before  receiving  them 
or  the  news  of  any — accident — the  shock  to  her 
would  be  terrible.  I will  ask  you  therefore  to  place 
this  letter  in  her  hands  yourself;  but  to  go  to  work 
with  prudence,  with  extreme  prudence.  A tender 
young  creature  like  Gabrielle  needs  care.  If  the 
intelligence  were  imparted  to  her  top  brusquely,  too 
suddenly,  it  might  kill  her.” 

Wilten  had  some  difficulty  in  concealing  his  sur- 
prise at  this  speech,  which  was  a half-confession. 
He  began  to  understand  why  his  son’s  suit  had  not 
been  more  warmly  countenanced. 

“I  have  your  promise?”  asked  the  baron. 

“ In  case  of  your  death,  the  young  Baroness  von 
Harder  shall  receive  the  letter  from  my  own  hands, 
and  I myself  will  break  the  news  to  her  with  every 
precaution  in  my  power.  I give  you  my  word.” 

“I  thank  you,”  said  Raven,  visibly  relieved. 
“And  now  it  is  time  we  should  set  out.  My  carriage 
is  waiting  below.  May  I ask  you  to  drive  round 
alone  to  the  back  of  the  Castle-hill,  where  I will  join 
you?  I wish  to  avoid  drawing  attention  to  this 
unusually  early  journey,  and  prefer  not  to  go  out  by 
the  principal  entrance.  I will  come  through  the 
castle-garden.” 

This  arrangement  struck  Wilten  as  odd,  but  he 
assented  to  it  in  silence.  Raven  rang  for  his  hat 
and  coat,  and  when  his  valet  had  brought  both,  the 
two  gentlemen  left  the  room  together,  separating 
below  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase. 

As  the  baron  crossed  the  castle-yard,  he  met 
Councilor  Moser,  who  was  just  coming  out  of  his 
dwelling,  and  who  appeared  much  surprised  at  see- 
ing his  chief  abroad  at  this  unwonted  hour.  Raven 
stopped. 

“ What,  councilor?  On  foot  so  early?” 

“I  was  only  looking  out  at  the  weather,  your  ex- 
cellency,” explained  the  councilor.  “I  am  in  the 
habit  of  taking  a constitutional  in  the  morning,  but 
when  I see  this  cold,  damp  fog  I prefer  to  remain 
at  home.” 
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“You  do  well,”  rejoined  the  baron.  “The  weather 
is  not  inviting.” 

“And  yet  your  excellency  is  going  out?”  hazarded 
Moser. 

“ On  a necessary  errand  which  cannot  be  delayed. 
Good-morning,  and  good-by.” 

So  saying,  the  baron  held  out  his  hand,  which  the 
old  gentleman  took  reverentially,  but  in  some  con- 
fusion. He  had  often  received  marks  of  the  kindly 
feeling  entertained  toward  him  by  his  chief,  but 
had  never  been  honored  by  any  such  approach  to 
familiarity.  This  unwonted  friendliness  encouraged 
the  councilor  to  speak  words  he  had  long  pondered 
in  his  heart. 

“If  I may  be  allowed  a question,”  he  began 
timidly.  “ They  are  saying — there  was  a report  in 
the  town  yesterday  evening  that  your  excellency  is 
intending  to  retire  from  office.  Is  it  true?  Are  you 
really  leaving?” 

“Yes,  I am  going.”  said  Kaven,  with  quiet  de- 
cision; “and  going  very  shortly.” 

The  councilor’s  head  drooped  sorrowfully. 

“In  that  case,  I shall  not  remain  here  myself,”  he 
replied  in  a low  voice.  “ I have  long  thought  of  ask- 
ing to  be  relieved  from  my  duties.” 

The  baron  looked  at  him  in  silence.  The  old 
man’s  fidelity  touched  him.  Moser  alone  had  stood 
by  him,  true  and  stanch  to  the  last ; he  alone  had 
held  to  his  allegiance,  unshaken  by  the  attacks, 
refusing  to  be  misled  by  all  the  calumnies. 

“Go  back  into  the  house,  my  dear  sir,”  said 
Raven,  kindly.  “You  will  take  cold  out  here  in  the 
chill  morning  air,  lightly  clad  as  you  are.  Once 
more,  adieu.” 

Again  he  took  the  old  man’s  hand,  pressing  it  this 
time  with  a quick,  warm  pressure ; then  he  went  on 
his  way. 

The  councilor  stood  looking  after  him.  He,  who 
habitually  had  such  a horror  of  taking  cold,  forgot 
now  that  he  was  bare-headed  and  without  an  over- 
coat. Not  until  the  baron  had  passed  out  of  sight 
did  he  return  to  his  dwelling ; a deep  sigh  escaped 
his  breast  as  he  mounted  the  stairs.  It  had  come, 
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then  ! The  governor  had  actually  tendered  his  resig- 
nation ! 

Meanwile  Raven  walked  with  slow  steps  through 
the  castle-garden.  He  had  not  been  able  to  resist 
the  desire  he  felt  to  enter  it  once  again,  and  the 
visit  involved  little  or  no  delay.  A small  door  in 
the  wall  gave  direct  communication  with  the  castle- 
hill,  a footpath  leading  down  thence  toward  the 
town. 

At  the  Nixies’  Well  the  baron  lingered  a few 
minutes.  What  had  become  of  the  bright  moonlit 
Eden  of  yesterday  evening?  All  was  now  closely 
wrapped  in  the  morning  mist.  The  grass,  slightly 
frosted  over,  glistened  white  with  rime.  The  mighty 
limes,  with  their  sparse  foliage,  loomed,  weird  and 
dark,  through  the  screen  of  vapor,  and  the  drooping 
branches  strewed  the  ground  with  their  wet  and 
faded  leaves. 

Raven  drew  his  cloak  more  closely  about  him ; 
the  morning  wind  pierced  with  an  icy  chill.  He 
turned  to  the  parapet  whence  the  broad  prospect 
could  generally  best  be  seen. 

One  last  look  up  at  the  castle— but  a fleeting 
glance,  for  Gabrielle’s  room  was  on  the  other  side 
of  the  building,  and  her  windows  could  not  be  seen 
from  hence — then  Raven  opened  the  small  door  in 
the  garden-wall  and  stepped  out  into  the  open 
country.  He  arrived  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  just  as 
the  carriage  reached  that  spot.  A minute  later  he 
was  seated  at  Colonel  Wilten’s  side,  and  soon  the 
town  and  castle  lay  far  behind  them. 

Swiftly  they  traveled  on,  past  the  streaming 
meadows,  by  the  bank  of  the  brawling,  fast-flowing 
river,  onward  toward  the  mountains.  In  half  an 
hour  the  goal  was  reached;  they  arrived  at  the 
skirt  of  the  forests  which  covered  the  hill-sides. 
Here  the  baron  and  his  companion  alighted,  and 
pursued  their  way  on  foot  to  the  appointed  place  of 
meeting.  The  adversary’s  party  was  already  on  the 
ground.  It  consisted  of  Dr.  Brunnow,  his  second, 
and  his  son,  who,  it  had  been  agreed,  was  to  ren- 
der any  medical  assistance  which  might  be  re- 
quired. A silent  greeting  was  exchanged,  a short 
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parley  followed  between  the  seconds,  then  those 
gentlemen  proceeded  to  make  the  necessary  prepar- 
ations. 

Max  stood  by  his  father,  whose  pale  face  and 
haggard  eyes  told  of  a sleepless  night,  and  who  in 
vain  strove  to  hide  his  feverish  agitation.  His  lips 
were  tightly  set,  and  the  hand  his  son  held  twitched 
every  now  and  then  with  a nervous  quiver. 

“Compose  yourself,  father,”  Max  whispered; 
“your  hand  is  so  unsteady,  you  will  hardly  be  able 
to  press  the  trigger.” 

“No  fear,  I shall  be  able,”  replied  the  doctor,  in 
the  same  subdued  voice,  glancing  at  the  pistols, 
which  were  at  that  moment  being  loaded  by  the 
seconds. 

“Colonel  Wilten’s  attention  is  already  attracted 
this  way,”  said  Max,  significantly.  “Will  you  let 
him  think  that  you  are  thus  agitated  by  fear  of  a 
bullet?” 

Brunnow  gave  an  angry  start. 

“True,”  he  said.  “ The  strangers  present  cannot 
guess  what  is  passing  within  me.  They  shall  not, 
at  least,  take  me  for  a coward.” 

He  made  an  effort  to  collect  himself,  and  suc- 
ceeded in  assuming  a calmer  demeanor;  but  he 
avoided  glancing  toward  the  spot  where  the  baron 
stood.  In  his  usual  haughty  attitude,  with  a look 
of  cold  determination  on  his  features.  Raven,  quite 
unmoved,  awaited  the  coming  event. 

The  mists  began  gradually  to  disperse ; already 
the  mountain  summits  and  the  villages  on  the 
higher  lands  came  in  sight.  The  sun  must  just 
have  risen,  for  the  whole  eastern  horizon  was 
suffused  with  a red  glow ; as  yet,  however,  the  rays 
were  not  intense  enough  to  fight  a way  through  the 
thick  vapor. 

Colonel  Wilten  now  declared  that  all  was  ready, 
and  the  combatants  stepped  on  to  the  ground. 
Raven  stood  well  erect,  his  eye  clear  and  full,  the 
hand  which  held  the  pistol  absolutely  steady,  as 
though  certain  of  its  aim.  Brunnow’s  composure 
was  evidently  forced,  and  sustained  by  a great 
effort.  Though  the  approach  of  the  decisive 
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moment,  and  the  fear  of  misinterpretation,  in  some 
measure  restored  firmness  to  his  bearing,  his  hand 
shook  visibly  as  he  leveled  the  deadly  weapon  at  the 
breast  of  the  friend  he  had  once  so  ardently  loved. 

Wilten  gave  the  signal.  The  two  shots  crashed 
forth  together;  and,  for  a moment,  both  adver- 
saries stood  upright,  facing  each  other.  Then  one 
man  dropped  his  weapon,  pressed  his  hand  to  his 
breast,  took  a step  back,  and  fell,  without  uttering 
a sound. 

Arno  Raven  lay  stretched  on  the  ground,  and  the 
white  rime  on  the  grass  around  him  grew  dark  with 
a deep-red  stain. 

Max  hastily  assured  himself  that  his  father  was 
unhurt,  and  then  hurried  to  the  side  of  the  wounded 
man,  whom  the  colonel  was  already  endeavoring 
to  succor.  Brunnow  stood  motionless,  clutching 
his  pistol,  and  gazing  over  with  fixed,  vacant  eyes 
at  the  group  opposite  him.  The  gentleman  who 
had  acted  as  his  second  came  up  to  him  and  spoke. 

“What  is  the  meaning  of  this?”  he  asked,  in  a 
low  voice.  “Was  it  not  the  baron  who  challenged 
you?  He  fired  in  the  air.” 

The  word  seemed  to  dispel  the  torpor  which  para- 
lyzed Brunnow.  He  threw  down  his  pistol,  and 
rushed  over  to  the  others. 

“Arno!”  he  cried,  with  an  exceeding  bitter  cry  of 
dispair.  Max  was  attempting  to  staunch  the  blood ; 
but  his  father  thrust  him  violently  aside,  as  though 
he  alone  had  a right  to  that  place,  tore  from  him 
the  handkerchief,  and  pressed  it  to  the  wound.  The 
young  man  withdrew  in  silence,  signing  to  the 
colonel  and  his  father’s  second,  who  were  looking 
on  at  the  scene  in  surprise  and  concern,  to  step  aside 
with  him. 

“Can  you  give  the  baron  no  assistance?”  asked 
the  colonel,  in  a half-whisper. 

“There  is  none  to  be  given,”  replied  Max.  “My 
first  glance  at  the  wound  showed  me  it  was  mortal. 
It  is  only  a question  of  a few  minutes,  and  my 
father  will  do  what  is  necessary.  I beg  of  you  to 
leave  him  alone  with  the  dying  man.” 
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‘‘  Of  the  two  shots,  one  only  could  have  proved 
fatal,”  said  Brunnow's  second,  meaningly. 

The  colonel  nodded. 

“ I saw’  it  too.  Raven  averted  his  pistol  at  the  last 
moment.  Strange!” 

The  three  men  looked  at  each  other  in  silence. 
They  began  to  divine  for  what  reasons  this  duel  had 
been  provoked;  but  none  gave  utterance  to  his 
thoughts.  They  felt  that  at  yonder  spot,  where  the 
adversary  knelt  by  the  side  of  his  fallen  foe,  a 
scene  was  being  enacted  which  had  nothing  in 
common  with  the  ordinary  circumstances  of  a duel ; 
and,  respecting  the  young  doctor’s  request,  they  re- 
mained reverentially  at  a distance. 

Brunnow  had  passed  one  arm  round  the  wounded 
man,  whose  head  lay  on  his  breast,  and  supported 
him,  while  with  the  other  hand  he  pressed  the 
handkerchief  to  the  bleeding  part.  Whether  it 
were  the  pain  of  this  touclT,  or  the  bitter  cry 
“Arno!”  which  brought  him  back  to  consciousness. 
Raven  opened  his  eyes  and  made  a faint,  depreca- 
tory gesture. 

“Let  that  be,”  he  said.  “You  aimed  well.  I was 
sure  of  it.” 

“Arno,  why  have  you  done  this  thing  to  me?” 
groaned  Brunnow.  “Must  it  be  my  hand,  none  but 
mine?  Oh ! I see  now,  I understand  why  you  drove 
me  to  it.” 

There  was  such  anguish  in  his  tone  that  it 
affected  even  the  dying  man.  He  tried  to  hold  out 
his  hand  to  the  speaker. 

“Forgive  me,  Rudolph,”  he  said,  but  half  audibly. 
“Do  not  reproach  yourself.  I thank  you.” 

His  voice  forsook  him,  but  with  a supreme  effort 
he  raised  himself,  and  his  roving  eyes  seemed  to 
search  for  something  in  the  distance.  Brunnow 
supported  him,  striving  with  mortal  anxiety  to 
stem  the  flow  of  blood,  the  red  life-stream  which  his 
own  hand  had  let  loose ; yet  his  science  told  him 
that  here  no  exertions  could  avail  to  succor  or  to 
save. 

Suddenly  the  sun  broke  through  the  vail  of  mist. 
Yonder,  on  the  heights,  stood  the  castle,  illumined 
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by  the  morning  splendor.  Its  walls  and  towers 
gleamed  in  the  rosy  flood,  and  its  windows  flashed 
swift  lightning  greetings  over  to  the  valley  beneath. 
Arno’s  eyes  were  flxed  intently  on  one  spot ; his 
last  look  was  for  the  “ sunbeam”  which  even  now 
sent  a bright  message  to  him  from  thence.  In  an- 
other moment  the  picture  paled,  the  shining  vision 
receded  farther  and  farther  from  view.  Dark  shad- 
ows gathered  about  the  dying  man.  Before  his 
dimmed  eyes  came  as  the  eddy  of  cool  water  closing 
in  upon  him,  and  he  was  drawn  down,  down  into 
mysterious,  glimmering  depths  where  all  earthly 
sounds  were  hushed,  where  all  the  striving  and  the 
strife,  the  happiness  and  sorrow  of  life,  died  away 
into  one  long  continuous  dream ; while,  interming- 
ling with  this  dream,  there  ran  ever  an  unvarying 
far-off  murmur,  the  low  spirit-singing  of  a spring 
borne  faintly  below  from  some  immeasurable  dis- 
tance. 

Brunnow  laid  the  dead  man  gently  down.  He 
himself  would  have  risen,  but  his  strength  aban- 
doned him,  and  he  sank  unconscious  to  the  ground 
beside  the  lifeless  body  of  the  comrade,  the  friend 
of  his  youth. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

REJOICING  AT  MAX’s  HOME. 

A new  era  had  dawned  upon  the  land.  The  last 
four  years  had  wrought  many  changes,  and  had  left 
but  little  remaining  of  the  old  regime.  The  once 
persecuted  and  oppressed  liberal  party  now  stood  at 
the  head  of  affairs,  and  with  this  complete  reversal 
of  the  situation  a revolution  of  opinion  had  come 
about  in  every  sphere  of  official  activity. 

Tendencies  which  had  once  been  combated  and 
repressed  were  now  free  to  develop  themselves  in 
the  broad  light  of  day,  and  these  altered  circum- 
stances had  naturally  introduced  a new  set  of  men 

into  the  arena.  . . ^ xi 

Among  those  whom  the  political  current  ot  the 
day  had  swiftly  raised  to  a prominent  position  was 
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George  Winterfeld.  As  ministerial  councilor  he  al- 
ready filled  a post  of  unusual  importance  for  a man 
of  his  years.  The  governor  who  now  administered 
the  affairs  of  the  K province  was,  in  all  re- 

spects, the  opposite  of  his  predecessor.  Liberal  in  his 
opinions,  mild  and  forbearing  in  action,  innocent 
of  any  leaning  to  that  despotism  which  had  once 
ruled  the  land  with  a rod  of  iron,  he  was,  it  must 
be  added,  quite  incapable  of  resolute,  energetic 
action,  the  need  of  which  would  at  times  still  make 
itself  felt. 

Immediately  after  the  catastrophe  recorded  in  the 
last  chapter,  -Brunnow  had  left  the  town,  yielding 
to  his  son’s  earnest  solicitations.  Max  implored  him 
not  to  run  the  risk  of  a fresh  imprisonment,  to 
which  his  share  in  the  late  duel  had  rendered  him 
liable,  and  which  to  a man  of  his  advanced  years, 
broken  by  recent  events,  might  probably  prove 
fatal.  -,j, 

The  doctor  had,  as  is  known^  previously  resolved 
on  leaving  his  native  land  forever;  so,  before  the 
news  of  the  duel  was  bruited  in  the  town,  he  quietly 
departed,  returning  to  his  haven  in  Switzerland. 
Thence  he  published  to  the  world  a statement,  em- 
phatically worded,  clearing  the  memory  of  his  late 
friend.  In  this  statement  he  declared  that  for  years 
he  had  lived  under  an  erroneous  impression  which 
Raven’s  last  disclosures  had  completely  dispelled. 
Those  accusations,  so  pregnant  of  disaster,  had 
been  untrue,  and  had  done  the  dead  man  a cruel 
wrong.  This  testimony  from  the  antagonist  by 
whose  hand  the  baron  had  fallen,  naturally  carried 
great  weight,  though  the  matter  was  no  more  sus- 
ceptible of  proof  now  than  it  had  been  previously. 
Death  took  up  the  pleading  for  the  defense,  and,  as 
is  usual  in  such  cases,  won  the  day.  That  credence 
which  would  have  been  refused  the  living  man,  was 
accorded  to  the  dead ; and  it  was  currently  reported 

that  with  his  dying  breath  the  governor  of.  R 

had  declared  the  shameful  charge  against  him  to 
be  a calumny  and  a lie. 

Raven  had  provided  largely  for  his  servants ; with 
the  exception,  however,  of  their  ample  legacies,  his 
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whole  fortune  was  bequeathed  to  his  ward,  the 
young  Baroness  von  Harder.  After  Arno’s  death, 
Gabrielle  had  been  prostrated  by  a long  and  terrible 
illness,  from  which  she  but  very  slowly  recovered. 
Since  that  time  she  had  been  living  with  her  mother 
in  the  capital,  where  the  rich  heiress  was,  of  conrse, 
besieged  Tby  suitors,  to  none  of  whom  she  inclined  a 
willing  ear.  She  seemed,  indeed,  to  put  the  idea  of 
marriage  far  from  her,  to  the  despair  of  the 
baroness,  who  would  often  exhaust  all  her  powers 
of  eloquence  in  the  vain  hope  of  bringing  her 
daughter  round  to  her  views.  Gabrielle  had  lately 
come  of  age,  and  was  now  absolutely  mistress  of  her 
property.  It  was,  therefore,  in  her  mother’s 
opinion,  high  time  that  she  should  make  a choice. 

Councilor  Moser  had  retired  from  his  post  four 
years  ago.  The  death  of  the  chief  had  been  a great 
blow  to  him,  and  had  gone  far  toward  inducing  him 
to  carry  out  his  lo  g-cherished  project.  Another 
motive,  however,  combined  with  this.  A man 
could  not,  he  felt,  with  dignified  consistency,  re- 
main in  the  service  of  the  State  when  an  alliance 
had  been  contracted  between  a member  of  his 
family  and  the  son  of  a reactionary  demagogue. 
This  misfortune  had  really  overtaken  the  unhappy 
councilor.  He  had  struggled  against  it  long  and 
manfully,  but  to  no  purpose.  Max  Brunnow  gave 
him  no  peace  until  he  yielded.  That  irrepressible 
wooer  appeared  regularly,  day  after  day,  always 
ready  to  assure  his  dear  father-in-law  of  the  de- 
light he  felt  at  their  future  connection,  and  of  his 
profound  conviction  that  no  better  son  in-law  than 
himself  was  to  be  found  the  wjde  world  over.  If 
the  old  gentleman  fiew  into  a rage,  this  unscrupu- 
lous doctor  menaced  him  with  apoplexy,  and  pre- 
scribed a composing  draught.  If  he  forbade  his 
unwelcome  guest  the  house.  Max  declared  that  he 
could  not  live  without  seeing  his  betrothed,  and 
came  the  next  day  an  hour  earlier.  At  length  the 
councilor  resigned  himself  to  his  fate.  He  was  one 
of  those,  who,  if  a thing  be  constantly  repeated  to 
them,  come  in  the  end  to  believe  in  it.  Forced  now 
to  hear,  day  by  day  that  this  son-in-law  was  as  excel- 
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lent  as  he  was  unavoidable,  he  at  last  allowed  him- 
self to  be  converted,  and  accepted  both  propositions 
as  conveying  incontrovertible  facts. 

The  “ spiritual  guardians”  were  rather  more 
difficult  to  deal  with.  They  naturally  refused  to  re- 
cognize the  betrothal,  and  invoked  Heaven  and  the 
powers  of  darkness  to  their  aid  in  opposing  it.  They 
menaced  the  bridegroom-elect  with  the  pains  of 
eternal  punishment;  he,  in  his  turn,  menaced  them 
with  the  press,  and  declared  he  would  take  the 
whole  town  into  his  confidence,  and  relate  in  all  the 
papers  how  they  were  trying  to  tear  his  bride  from 
him,  in  order  to  incarcerate  her  in  a convent  against 
her  will.  This  caused  them  to  reflect.  The  gover- 
nor’s fall  had  plainly  shown  the  power  of  news- 
paper articles. 

It  was  judged  prudent  to  yield.  The  enemy  re- 
treated, and  Max,  triumphant,  remained  master  of 
the  field.  He  was  wise  enough  to  hasten  on  the 
wedding  as  much  as  possible,  and  a month  or  two 
later  he  carried  his  young  wife  off  to  Switzerland. 
Brunnow,  now  possessed  of  independent  means, 
thanks  to  the  property  he  had  recently  inherited, 
insisted  that  his  son  and  daughter-in-law  should 
make  his  house  their  home  for  the  present,  as  Max, 
absorbed  by  the  strategy  of  his  rapid  campaign, 
had  not  found  time  to  establish  a practice  of  his  own 
before  marriage.  The  young  man  set  himself  dili- 
gently to  work  to  regain  lost  time,  and  met  with 
much  success  in  his  profession ; nevertheless,  the 
family  remained  domiciled  under  one  common  roof. 

The  relations  between  father  and  son  had  under- 
gone a complete  change  since  that  scene  by  the 
latter’s  sick-bed ; and  if  ever  any  little  difference 
threatened  to  arise,  Agnes  stepped  in,  and  soon  made 
all  straight  by  her  gentle  mediation,  the  young 
wife  having  very  speedily  won  her  father-in-law’s 
whole  heart  to  herself.  The  councilor  still  lived 

on  in  R , under  the  scepter  of  Christine ; but  this 

state  of  things  seemed  to  suit  him,  and  he  traveled 
southward  regularly  once  a year  to  pay  his  daugh- 
ter a visit. 

Summer  had  come  round  again.  The  lake  and 
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the  town  on  its  shores  lay  bathed  in  bright  sunshine ; 
the  mountains,  wreathed  around  in  thin  mist,  rose 
half  shadowy  in  the  distance.  Rudolph  Bruiinow’s 
house,  once  so  small  and  unpretending,  was  much 
more  handsome  of  aspect  now.  The  garden  had 
been  nearly  doubled  in  size  by  purchase  of  the  ad- 
jacent lots  of  ground,  and  the  dweiliiig-house  itself 
had  been  rebuilt  and  considerably  enlarged,  room 
now  being  required  in  it  for  two  families.  Young 
Dr.  Brunnow  was  in  the  habit  of  going  his  rounds 
in  the  morning,  but  on  this  particular  day  his 
patients  looked  for  him  in  vain.  Max  stood  idly  in 
the  garden,  talking  to  a guest  who  had  arrived 
half  an  hour  before. 

“ Come  with  me  now,  George,  that  I may  have 
you  to  myself  a little,”  said  he,  urgently.  “If  my 
father  gets  hold  of  you,  he  will  not  let  you  out  of  his 
hands  again,  and  I consider  your  visit  is  to  me  in 
the  first  place.  It  was  a surprise ! I had  no  idea 
you  were  in  Switzerland.” 

“I  came  on  an  official  errand,”  replied  George ; 

“a  mission  to  our  embassy  at  B . My  business 

there  was  settled  more  quickly  than  I expected,  and 
I could  not  refuse  myself  the  pleasure  of  looking  in 
upon  you  on  my  return  journey.” 

The  last  four  years  had  wrought  but  little  change 
in  Winterfeld.  He  had  grown  somewhat  more 
manly,  more  matured,  and  his  carriage,  always 
calm  and  assured,  had  gained  in  dignity.  The 
former  transparent  pallor  of  his  complexion  had 
long  since  yieldejd  to  the  brighter  tint  of  health ; 
but  his  brow,  once  so  clear,  was  clouded  by  a 
shadow,  and  the  beautiful  blue  eyes,  which  in  the  old 
days  had  been  grave  only,  were  somber  now, 
gloomy  even,  in  their  expression.  This  man  of  two 
and  thirty,  so  fortunate  in  his  position  and  pros- 
pects, seemed  to  carry  about  with  him  some  secret 
care  which  took  all  zest  from  life.  Max  Brunnow’s 
appearance,  on  the  other  hand,  completely  bore  out 
his  assertion  that  he  found  himself  very  comfort- 
able in  this  good-for-nothing  world,  and  amply 
testified  to  the  fact  that  Agnes  had  quickly  learned 
to  excel  in  all  matronly  virtues. 
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‘‘I  say,  George,”  asked  Max,  in  the  course  of 
their  conversation,  “ how  long  is  it  to  be  before  you 
are  minister?” 

George  laughed. 

“A  good  many  years,  probably.  As  a prelimi- 
nary, 1 am  now  ministerial  councilor.” 

“And  the  rigl^t  hand  of  the  men  in  office,  and 
the  soul  of  the  present  administration.  Oh,  we  are 
well  up  here  as  to  all  that  is  going  on  in  the  capital. 
My  father-in-law  keeps  me  exactly  informed  on  the 

subject.  The  good  city  of  E. still  does  a little  in 

the  opposition  line,  the  result,  probably,  of  long 
habit.  The  new  governor  is  liberal  to  the  back- 
bone, and  tolerance  itself.  They  cannot  find  any 
real  fault  with  him,  and  this,  of  course,  is  aggra- 
vating to  them.” 

“They  miss  the  mighty  personal  influence  which 
Kaven  exercised,  and  which  compelled  admiration 
even  from  his  enemies,”  said  George.  “The  present 
governor  is  honest  and  well-meaning,  but  he  is  not 
a man  of  extraordinary  mark,  and  is,  perhaps, 
hardly  equal  to  so  important  and  responsible  a 
post.  So  the  councilor  still  lives  on  in  R — ? I 
thought  he  would  migrate  at  last,  in  order  to  be 
near  his  daughter.” 

“The  bare  notion  was  an  insult,”  laughed  Max. 
“You  imagined  that  my  father-in-law,  the  very 
quintessence  of  loyalty,  would  accord  to  a pitiful 
republic  the  honor  of  possessing  him  as  a citizen? 
No,  he  will  live  and  die  under  the  wing  of  the  most 
gracious  sovereign.  To  tell  the  truth,  I doubt 
whether  things  would  always  go  smoothly,  were 
the  old  gentleman  and  my  father  to  be  constantly 
in  presence.  They  are  too  strongly  in  contrast  ever 
to  agree  thoroughly.” 

Winterfeld  glanced  back  at  the  house. 

“ Max,  it  struck  me  that  your  father  was  looking 
very  worn  and  aged.” 

Max  shook  his  head. 

“ He  cannot  get  over  Raven’s  death.  I thought 
time  would  assuage  his  grief— but  no ! As  a medical 
man,  I may  not  conceal  from  myself  the  fact  that 
he  is  going  from  us.  I know  the  symptoms  well.” 
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He  spoke  sadly,  and  George's  face  too  wore  a 
troubled  look. 

“ He  cannot  put  from  him  the  memory  of  one  he 
loved  so  well,”  said  the  latter.  “The  remembrance 
is  wearing  him  away.  I can  understand  that.” 

“Yes,  you  appear  to  me  to  be  on  that  road  your- 
self,” exclaimed  the  young  doctor.  “Last  time  we 
met,  I was  not  allowed  to  say  a word  on  the  subject, 
but  now  you  look  even  more  melancholy  and 
gloomily  interesting  than  then.  So  out  with  it — con- 
fess. ” 

George  shook  his  head. 

“Spare  me.  Max.  You  know  I am  incorrigible; 
moreover,  on  this  point  I think  you  hardly  under- 
stand me.” 

“How  should  I?  A hardened  realist  like  myself 
cannot  be  admitted  into  the  sanctuary  of  your  in- 
most feelings !” 

Winterfeld  frowned,  and  turned  away,  but  Max 
went  on,  quite  undisturbed : 

“ This  anxious  hesitation  and  avoidance  of  a hap- 
piness which  by  a bold  stroke  you  might  yet 
secure,  this  overstrained  delicacy  of  feeling,  these 
doubts  and  scruples,  will  last  until  you  find  yourself 
forestalled  by  another  less  delicate  than  yourself, 
and  then  for  a second  time  you  will  wear  the 
willow.  Yes,  I see  my  words  offend  you,  but  I tell 
you  this — whereas,  and  seeing  that  you  cannot  get 
the  better  of  this  unreasonable  love  of  yours,  you 
must  marry.  The  thing  is  as  clear  as  day.” 

“ Your  experience  would  naturally  lead  you  to 
suggest  such  a course,”  said  George,  with  a forced 
smile.  “You  have  made  a trial  of  the  remedy  with 
the  happiest  result.  Your  wife  is  a charming 
creature.” 

“Yes,  she  does  honor  to  my  treatment,  does  she 
not?” 

Chatting  thus,  they  had  completed  the  round  of 
the  garden,  and  now  again  approached  the  house. 
In  the  veranda  sat  Dr.  Brunnow  and  his  daughter- 
in-law,  who  was  reading  the  newspaper  to  him. 
The  doctor  was  certainly  much  aged,  and  it  was  not 
difficult  to  see  that  he  was  ill  both  in  body  and 


296 


BEJOICINO  AT  MAX'S  HOME. 


mind.  His  former  irritability  had  vanished,  and 
had  given  place  to  a sort  of  dull  apathy  which  but 
rarely  kindled  with  a gleam  of  the  old  passionate 
fire.  Agnes,  on  the  other  hand,  had  developed  into 
a blooming  young  woman,  uniting  with  all  her  own 
gentleness  of  aspect  a certain  new  dignity  of  look 
and  bearing.  A boy  of  about  two  years  was  play- 
ing at  his  mother’s  feet.  Directly  he  caught  sight 
of  the  gentlemen,  he  rose  to  his  feet,  and,  still  with 
a rather  tottering  gait  , ran  forward  to  meet  his 
father.  Max  cleared  the  steps  at  a bound,  and 
threw  the  child  high  in  the  air. 

“Look  at  this  young  man,”  he  cried,  with  pater- 
nal pride,  holding  the  sturdy,  rosy-cheeked 
youngster  toward  his  friend.  Then  he  turned  to 
his  wife:  “George  will  stay  with  us  to-day,  dear,” 
he  said.  “He  must  set  out  on  his  journey  again 
to-morrow,  I am  sorry  to  say,  but  until  then  he  will 
be  our  guest.  Will  you  see  that  all  is  made  ready 
for  him?” 

The  young  wife  was  indeed  charming  in  her  man- 
ner, as  she  turned,  and  in  gracious  words  expressed 
to  her  husband’s  friend  the  pleasure  his  visit  gave 
her.  Then  she  rose,  wishing,  she  said,  to  make 
sure  that  the  spare  room  was  in  perfcet  order. 

“I  will  take  the  boy  with  me,”  she  observed. 
“ He  is  accustomed  to  have  an  hour’s  nap  at  noon. 
You  will  carry  him  up  to  his  bedroom  for  me,  Max, 
will  you  not?” 

“I  must  stay  with  George,”  replied  her  husband. 
“ The  young  one  must  learn  to  get  up  stairs  by  him- 
self. He  is  big  enough.” 

“As  you  like,  dear,”  said  Agnes,  with  sweet  and 
ready  acquiescence;  “but  Rudolph  is  so  used  to  be- 
ing carried  by  you.  He  will  cry,  if  you  won’t  do  as 
he  wants.” 

“He  has  that  from  his  mother,”  said  Max. 

With  unruffled  serenity  the  young  wife  stooped 
and  took  the  child  in  her  arms.  He  was  a strong, 
vigorous  boy,  but  no  very  great  weight.  His 
mother,  however,  seemed  to  find  him  too  heavy  for 
her,  for  she  had  to  stop  at  the  door  to  take  breath, 
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casting  a rather  reproachful  glance  behind  her, 
as  she  did  so.  In  a second  Max  was  at  her  side. 

“How  often  have  I told  you  not  to  over-exert 
yourself  in  this  manner?”  said  he,  in  the  old  dicta- 
torial tone.  “ Give  me  the  child.  I will  take  him 
up  stairs.” 

So  saying,  he  relieved  her  of  the  boy,  and  actu- 
ally carried  him  up  to  the  first  floor,  which  was 
reserved  for  the  young  couple’s  use.  Agnes  mildly 
bent  her  head  and  followed,  submitting,  as  was  her 
wont,  to  her  husband’s  will  in  all  things. 

George  looked  after  them,  a faint,  derisive  smile 
hovering  about  his  lips. 

“ Take  warning  by  my  son,  and  draw  out  no  pro- 
gramme with  reference  to  your  future  marriage,” 
said  the  elder  Brunno w.  “ A woman  upsets  all  your 
plans  and  all  your  reckoning  with  a breath.” 

The  words  were  intended  playfully,  but  the 
speaker’s  eyes  were  fixed  with  an  earnest  scrutiny 
on  the  young  man  he  addressed. 

George  shook  his  head. 

“My  future  marriage?”  he  repeated.  “I  shall 
never  marry.  You  know  my  resolve  full  well.” 

“Yes,  but  I have  always  combated  it.  At  your 
age,  one  cannot  bid  final  adieu  to  happiness,  and 
you  especially  are  not  made  to  stand  alone.  Am- 
bition will  never  fill  your  life.  You  need  family, 
domestic  ties.” 

Winterfeld  made  no  reply.  He  leaned  forward 
on  the  veranda  railings,  and  looked  out  at  the  lake. 
The  doctor  laid  his  hand  on  his  shoulder. 

“George,  does  the  old  wound  still  bleed?” 

George  turned  round.  In  the  sorrowful  eyes 
which  met  his,  he  recognized  a kindred  spirit. 

“There  are  wounds  which  never  close,”  he  re- 
plied. “ I cannot,  perhaps,  rr  ake  such  passionate 
demonstration  of  my  feelings  as  some,  but  when 
I once  give  myself  heart  and  soul,  my  attachment 
knows  no  change.  I could  not  put  it  from  me,even 
if  I would.” 

“Have  you  seen  Gabrielle  lately?”  asked  Brun- 
now,  after  a pause. 

“Yes,  too  often  for  my  peace.  I am  now  con- 
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stantly  thrown  into  the  society  which  she  frequents, 
and  in  the  capital  unexpected  meetings  are  almost 
inevitable.  I come  upon  her  sometimes  in  the 
midst  of  a brilliant  assembly,  and  we  are  both 
forced  calmly  to  face  fche  situation,  though  we  would 
gladly  fly  from  each  other,  were  it  possible.  It 
would  have  been  better  for  me,  had  I never  seen 
her  since  the  day  I lost  her.  These  constant  meet- 
ings stir  up  the  memories  of  the  past  within  me, 
and  rob  me  of  my  composure  and  self-command.  I 
suffer  horribly  under  it,  I assure  you.” 

“ So  it  was  chance  alone  that  directed  your  steps 
here?  It  is  as  I expected.” 

Winterfeld  looked  at  the  doctor  in  astonishment. 

“ I have  explained  to  you  that  I came  to  Switzer- 
land on  an  official  mission,  and  wished  to  take  you 
and  Max  by  surprise.” 

“ Max  has  not  told  you  then  that  the  ladies  .von 
Harder  are  here  ?” 

“Who  is  here?”  ejaculated  George.  “Gabrielle?” 

“With  her  mother.  They  have  been  living  in 
that  villa  yonder  for  the  last  few  weeks.  The 
baroness  is  somewhat  out  of  health,  and  has  put 
herself  in  the  hands  of  one  of  our  most  celebrated 
physicians.  There  has,  of  course,  been  no  sort  of 
communication  between  us  and  the  two  ladies.  I 
need  not  tell  you  what  memories  would  restrain 
Gabrielle  from  setting  foot  in  the  house  in  which  I 
dwell.” 

“It  is  well  that  I leave  to-morrow,”  said  George, 
in  an  agitated  tone.  “Perhaps  I might  not  have 
been  spared  the  pain  of  a meeting  even  here,  and 
here,  in  this  place  where  the  few  happy  days  of  my 
love  were  spent,  I really  could  not  have  borne  it.” 

“Will  you  not  make  some  attempt  to  end  this 
estrangement?  Think,  George,  the  happiness  of 
your  whole  life  is  at  stake.  In  your  place,  I would 
accept  this  strange  coincidence  as  a hint  from  Des- 
tiny, and  once  again  put  the  decisive  question. 
Your  position,  and  still  more,  the  future  which  lies 
before  you,  guarantee  you  against  any  mortiflca- 
tion,  though  the  girl  to  whom  you  proffer  your  suit 
be  a rich  heiress.  You  had  less  to  lay  in  the 
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balance  formerly,  when  you  boldly  declared  your 
love  to  the  Baroness  von  Harder.” 

“I  was  loved  then  in  return,”  cried  George,  with 
a rush  of  bitterness;  “or,  at  least,  I fancied  so. 
Now  we  have  between  us  that  hour  of  parting  in 
which  my  foolish  dream  was  dispelled  forever. 
Gabrielle,  certainly,  would  not  wish  to  call  it  up 
again.  I have  often  seen  by  her  shy,  anxious 
avoidance  of  me  how  she  feared  I might  seek  to 
approach  her.” 

“That  very  fear  should  have  encouraged  you,” 
interposed  Brunnow.  “ Those  who  are  quite  indif- 
ferent to  us,  we  pass  by  coldly  and  without  re- 
mark. If  you  really  will  not  venture ” 

“Never,”  George  interrupted  him,  with  some 
vehemence.  “ Shall  I come  before  her  to  hear  from 
her  mouth  a second  time  that  her  heart  is  given  to 
another,  that  even  beyond  the  grave  that  other  pre- 
serves his  rights,  that  she  knows,  loves  none  but 
him?  I have  borne  it  once,  and  that  is  enough.  Let 
us  speak  now  of  other  matters.  Dr.  Brunnow.  You 
see  I am  not  calm  enough  to  pursue  this  subject.” 

Brunnow  was  slient.  The  conversation  was  here 
put  an  end  to,  for  Max  came  in  and  laid  forcible 
hands  on  his  friend  a^ain.  The  doctor  left  the  two 
alone  and  retired  to  his  study.  For  a good  quarter 
of  an  hour,  he  there  paced  in  silence  up  and  down, 
lost  in  meditation ; then  he  took  up  his  hat,  and, 
passing  out,  left  the  house. 

The  villa  now  inhabitated  by  Madame  yon  Harder 
and  her  daughter  was  much  handsomer  in  appear- 
ance, and  more  sumptuously  furnished  than  the 
modest  chalet  which  had  served  them  as  a resi- 
dence on  the  occasion  of  their  former  visit. 

The  baroness  now  thought  it  imperatively  neces- 
sary to  live  at  all  times  in  a style  befitting  their 
rank ; she  clung  to  this  satisfaction  which  she  had 
once  so  painfully  missed,  and  Gabrielle  yielded  to 
her  entirely  as  regarded  external  things.  Car- 
riages and  servants  had  therefore,  of  course,  fol- 
lowed in  their  train,  and  Madame  von  Harder  had 
just  driven  out  on  an  excursion  to  the  town,  leaving 
her  daughter  at  home  alone. 
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Gabrielle  stood  on  the  terrace  which  fronted  the 
lake.  Yes,  that  was  she,  that  slender  figure  with 
fair  hair,  clad  in  a light  summer  dress.  The  fresh 
sweet  face  had  lost  nothing  of  its  fascinating  charm, 
but  the  charm  itself  was  changed. 

Leaning  slightly  forward  against  the  balustrade, 
Gabrielle  gazed  out  at  the  landscape,  dreamily  ab- 
sorbed in  thought.  She  turned  half  impatiently,  as 
a servant  appeared,  and  presented  a card. 

Hardly  had  she  glanced  at  it  when  she  grew  very 
pale,  and  the  card  trembled  in  her  hands. 

“ The  gentleman  begs  that  he  may  be  allowed  to 
see  the  baroness  on  an  urgent  matter  of  business,” 
reported  the  servant. 

“Show  the  gentleman  in,”  she  answered,  and  left 
the  terrace  to  receive  her  visitor. 

In  another  minute  Dr.  Brunnow  entered  the 
drawing-room. 

For  a few  seconds  the  two  stood  silently  face  to 
face.  They  met  now  for  the  first  time,  and  yet 
each  knew  as  much  of  the  other  as  if  they  had  been 
intimately  acquainted  for  years.  The  bent,  elderly 
man  and  the  blooming  young  maiden,  strangers  to 
each  other  personally,  were  united  by  one  common 
tie;  a name,  a dead  man’s  name,  formed  an  in- 
visible link  between  them. 

The  doctor  bowed,  and  stepped  nearer.  Gabrielle 
involuntarily  shrank  from  him.  He  saw  it,  and 
stopped. 

“You  hardly  expected  that  I should  ever  ap- 
proach you,  Fraulein  von  Harder,”  he  began.  “I 
do  so  at  the  risk  of  being  repulsed.  My  name  must, 
I know,  have  an  ominous  sound  in  your  ears.” 

Gabrielle  stood  before  him,  by  a great  effort  com- 
pelling herself  to  be  calm.  The  color  had  not  yet 
returned  to  her  cheeks,  and  her  voice  shook  audibly 
as  she  replied : 

“Your  coming  certainly  takes  me  by  surprise. 
Dr.  Brunnow.  I did  not  think  my  presence  would 
ever  be  sought  by  the  man  who ” 

“At  whose  hand  Arno  Eaven  met  his  death,” 
completed  Brunnow.  “You  are  right  to  recoil  from 
him  who  caused  that  death,  but,  believe  me,  my 
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dear  young  lady,  I would  rather  have  turned  the 
deadly  weapon  against  my  own  breast  than  have 
seen  him  fall.” 

“He  forced  the  duel  on  you?”  asked  the  girl,  in  a 
low  voice.  “I  have  long  suspected  it.” 

“Yes,  he  forced  it  on  me  in  a way  which  left  me 
no  alternative.  Had  I known — but  his  pistol  was  so 
steadily  leveled  at  me,  how  could  I guess  that  at 
the  decisive  moment  he  would  avert  its  aim?  My 
hand  shook,  and  sought  so  to  direct  its  shot  as  only 
to  wound.  This  very  agitation  proved  fatal— my 
bullet  pierced  the  heart  of  my  former  friend!” 

Gabrielle  shivered,  but  the  weary,  concentrated 
pain  in  his  voice  disarmed  her. 

“ Arno  bore  you  no  ill-will,”  she  replied.  “But  a 
few  hours  before  his  death,  he  related  to  me  all  his 
past ; and  then  I learned  what  you  had  really  been 
to  him — as  much,  perhaps,  as  he  to  you.” 

“And  yet  he  could  require  that  of  me!”  said 
Brunnow,  with  mournful  bitterness.  “He  desired 
to  die ; but  why  should  he  choose  my  hand  to  do 
the  deed?  Was  I not  the  friend  of  old  days— the 
friend  of  his  youth?  That  was  hard— harder  even 
than  my  distrust  of  him  had  deserved.  He  must 
have  known  what  a load  he  was  laying  on  me  for 
the  rest  of  my  life — ay,  a crushing  load ! And  I 
tell  you,  it  is  killing  me!” 

Gabrielle  looked  into  the  old  man’s  pale  face, 
deeply  lined  and  furrowed  by  grief;  which  said 
more  plainly  than  any  words  what  he  had  suffered, 
and  was  still  suffering.  She  felt  how  profoundly 
her  lost  Arno  was  mourned — how  fervently  he  had 
been  loved,  and  this  broke  down  all  the  barriers  be- 
tween them.  Trembling  with  emotion,  she 
stretched  out  both  hands  to  the  old  man. 

“I  knew  that  here  I should  be  understood,”  he 
said,  taking  her  hands  in  his.  “ Arno  loved  you ; 
that  was  enough  for  me.” 

His  eyes  rested  on  the  girl’s  fair  features,  as 
though  he  were  searching  them  for  some  trace  of 
the  past. 

“I  come  with  a request,”  he  began,  after  a short 
silence— “ with  a petition  which  perhaps  no  one 
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else  could  address  to  you  without  wounding  your 
feelings.  I have  let  you  see  what  Arno  was  to  me ; 
you  will  not  therefore,  misconstrue  the  motives 
which  brought  me  here.  I will  tell  them  to  you 
briefly.  My  son  has  a friend ” 

Gabrielle  started.  She  drew  away  her  hands. 

“ A friend  whom  you  know— to  whom  you  were 
once  attached.  That  first  love  yielded  before  a 
more  ardent,  mightier  passion.  To  my  mind,  this 
needs  neither  to  be  explained  nor  justified.  Better 
than  anyone  do  I know  how  irresistibly  Arno  could 
draw  to  himself  those  whom  he  wished  to  enchain. 
But  now  he  is  dead — and  you  are  free.  Does  no 
voice  within  you  speak  a word  for  the  early  love  of 
your  youth?” 

“ My  heart  has  never  ceased  to  speak  for  him.  It 
grieved  when  we  were  torn  apart;  yet  I sacrificed 
him  and  his  happiness — I had  no  choice,  indeed, 
but  to  sacrifice  them,  for  another  voice  spoke  more 
loudly  within  me.  I cannot  forget  Arno.” 

“Forget!”  repeated  Brunnow,  with  emphasis. 
“No,  you  cannot  forget  him;  and  no  other  man  can 
you  love  as  you  have  loved  him.  I believe  that 
fully.” 

“No  other,”  said  Gabrielle,  firmly ; “and  that  is 
why  I never  can  be  George’s  wife.” 

“Must  we  always  think  of  our  own  happiness?” 
asked  Brunnow,  sadly.  “ Is  it  not  a great  thing  to 
make  others  happy?  Winterfeld  is  at  my  son’s 
house.  Chance  has  brought  him  to  us ; he  had  no 
idea  of  your  being  here  until  I told  him  of  it.  Then 
his  silence  and  reserve  gave  way,  and  I had  a 
glimpse  into  the  depths  of  his  love,  which  is  still 
ardent  and  faithful  as  ever.  He  will  never  find 
consolation  in  other  ties.  I know  him — he  will  go 
through  life  a lonely  man ; and,  amid  all  the  suc- 
cess that  awaits  him,  will  feel  only  the  emptiness, 
the  void  which  that  cruel  parting  from  you  1 ft 
with  him.  You  are  young  still,  Gabrielle— you 
have  your  whole  life  before  you.  Devote  that  life 
to  him — he  is  worthy  of  it.” 

She  turned  from  him  hastily. 
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“No  more!”  she  said.  “Spare  me  these  recollec- 
tions. If  you  speak  in  George’s  name ” 

“He  knows  nothing  of  my  being  here,”  inter- 
rupted the  doctor.  “On  the  contrary,  he  would 
have  held  me  back.  Do  not  suppose  that  George 
will  ever  again  come  to  you  with  his  suit  spon- 
taneously; he  rejects  such  an  idea  with  vehemence 
— and  he  is  right.  You  once  sent  him  away.  It  is 
for  you  to  call  him  back.” 

Greatly  agitated,  torn  by  conflicting  emotions, 
Gabrielle  pressed  both  hands  on  her  bosom,  as 
though  forcibly  to  keep  down  some  rising  feeling. 
“ I cannot — cannot.  And  George  would  not  accept 
the  poor  affection  I have  now  to  offer  him.” 

“ He  will  accept  it,  for  he  is  one  of  those  unsel- 
fish beings  who  give  more  than  they  receive.” 

Gabrielle  raised  her  eyes  to  the  speaker.  They 
were  full  of  a grave,  sad  reproach. 

“And  you  can  speak  these  words  to  me?  You, 
Arno’s  friend,  can  wish  to  put  another  in  his  place?” 

“No,  by  Heaven,  not  that!”  cried  Brunnow,  with 
a flash  of  the  old  fire.  “His  place  shall  remain  to 
him.  No  Winterfeld  can  rob  him  of  that.  These 
noble,  spotless  characters,  who  quietly  pursue  their 
path  through  life,  to  whom  no  shadow  of  blame  at- 
taches, we  admire  and  set  on  high.  Natures  such 
as  Arno’s  are  not  created  to  dispense  happiness. 
They  cast  over  all  they  love  a shade  from  the  cloud 
which  covers  them ; yet  it  is  better  worth  to  suffer 
with  and  for  them— to  share  their  fate,  than  to  be 
serenelv  happy  at  the  ideally  good  man’s  side.  You 
yourself  have  felt  something  of  this,  Gabrielle— 
have  you  not?” 

The  old  glow  suddenly  flamed  from  the  ashes. 
Brunnow’s  bent  form  was  drawn  erect  as  he  spoke 
these  words  with  passionate  warmth,  and  for  a mo- 
ment the  bright  enthusiasm  of  youth  kindled  in  his 
eyes  again.  Gabrielle  leaned  her  head  on  his 
shoulder,  and  wept— wept  as  though  her  heart 
would  break. 

“And  now,  do  not  let  me  go  from  you  without  an 
answer,”  said  the  doctor,  after  a pause.  “I  have  so 
seldom  in  my  life  brought  happiness  to  those  about 


304 


BEJOICINO  AT  MAX'S  HOME. 


me,  that  I would  fain  do  so  once  before  I depart 
hence,  and  my  time  here  is  growing  short.  May  I 
give  George  any  hope?  Will  you  see  him  again?” 

“I  will  try,”  she  said,  faintly. 

The  proceedings  of  the  Brunnow  family  that 
afternoon  were  decidedly  peculiar.  In  the  first 
place,  the  doctor  called  his  son  into  his  study,  and  a 
strictly  private  conference  took  place  between 
them.  The  subject  discussed  seemed  to  produce  a 
most  exhilarating  effect  on  Max,  for  he  caught  his 
father  in  his  arms  and  gave  him  a vigorous  hug, 
such  as  he  had  once  threatened  to  bestow  on  his 
papa-in-law,  the  councilor.  Directly  after  this  the 
young  surgeon  held  a parley,  likewise  strictly 
private,  with  his  wife  in  their  own  sitting-room, 
and  from  this  interview  the  pair  came  back  some- 
what fiuttered  and  excited.  Then  Madame  Agnes 
disappeared,  and  was  lost  to  sight  for  some  time, 
during  which  interval  Max  took  possession  of  his 
friend,  not  stirring  from  his  side  an  inch.  Under 
other  circumstances,  George  would  have  perceived 
that  something  unusual  was  going  on ; but  the  news 
he  had  heard  that  morning  had  greatly  disturbed 
him,  and  he  had  some  difficulty  in  preserving  his 
usual  outward  composure.  Unfortunately,  Max 
showed  no  sympathy  whatever  with  his  friend’s 
interesting  melancholy,  though  he  was  well  aware 
of  its  cause.  On  the  contrary,  he  tormented  the  un- 
happy lover  with  all  sorts  of  questions  and  sugges- 
tions, and  dragged  him  out  at  last  under  some 
crudely  imagined  pretext  into  the  garden  again. 

“But  what  should  I go  to  the  summer-house  now 
for?”  asked  George,  almost  impatiently.  “I  was  in 
there  this  morning,  admiring  the  prospect.” 

“Well,  there  is  an  arrangement  of  my  father’s 
you  have  got  to  admire  now,  an  arrangement  made 
simply  and  entirely  in  your  honor.  My  father  has 
shown  himself  practical  for  once  in  a way.  Come 
along  with  me,  you’ll  be  surprised.” 

The  summer-house,  a small  pavilion  perched  on 
the  edge  of  the  lake,  certainly  offered  a glorious 
prospect. 
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‘‘There  are  ladies  inside,”  said  Winterfeld,  as 
they  approached  the  tiny  building. 

“Some  callers  on  my  wife,  I suppose,”  replied 
Max,  indifferently.  “Ah!  there  is  Agnes.” 

Madame  Agnes  did,  indeed,  at  this  juncture  ap- 
pear on  the  scene,  and  exchanged  a look  of  intelli- 
^ ence  with  her  husband,  who  at  once  executed  a 
maneuver  simple  as  it  was  adroit.  He  let  his  un- 
suspecting friend  walk  on  before  him,  then,  without 
more  ado,  gave  him  a sudden  push  over  the 
threshold  and  pulled  the  door  to  behind  him.  Then 
he  turned  to  his  wife  in  triumph. 

“ There  they  are  in  the  trap,  and  if  George  does 
not  come  out  of  that  an  affianced  husband,  may  the 
Lord  have  mercy  on  him.  Go  into  the  house, 
Agnes,  and  tell  my  father  it  has  succeeded  magnifi- 
cently.” 

While  Agnes  went  off  to  discharge  her  commis- 
sion, a brief  but  most  comprehensive  scene  was 
being  enacted  in  the  pavilion. 

“Gabriellel”  cried  George,  and  moved  hastily  for- 
ward, as  though  he  would  have  rushed  up  to  her; 
then,  bethinking  himself,  he  stopped  short ; 
“Baroness  von  Harder!” 

“George!”  said  Gabrielle,  with  gentle  reproach  in 
her  tone. 

“ Forgive  me ; I did  not  know — could  not  guess 

What  brought  you  here?” 

Gabrielle  cast  down  her  eyes  without  speaking; 
but  in  her  silence  there  was  an  encouragement,  and 
George  understood  it. 

“What  brought  you  to  this  place?”  he  repeated, 
with  passionate  insistence.  “Gabrielle,  speak! 
Did  you  know  I was  here?” 

“Yes,”  was  the  low,  but  steady  answer. 

George  stood  by  her  now,  but  as  yet  he  did  not 
even  take  her  hand. 

“How  am  I to  interpret  that?”  he  asked,  all  the 
old  tenderness  surging  up  within  him  as  he  searched 
her  face  eagerly  for  his  answer.  “ This  is  not  our 
first  meeting  since  the  day  that  we  became 
strangers  to  each  other,  but  I have  always  read  in 
your  eyes  that  strangers  we  were  to  remain.  May 
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I,  dare  I,  hope  at  length  to  read  another  verdict  in 
them?” 

Yes,  those  eyes  told  another  tale,  as  she  raised 
them  now  with  frank,  sweet  entreaty. 

“George,”  said  Gabrielle,  earnestly,  “I  gave  you 
great  pain  once.  You  know  what  divided  us,  what 
has  held  us  apart  for  years.  I then  destroyed  all 
your  hopes  of  happiness.  You  made  no  complaint, 
had  no  word  of  reproach  for  me,  and  yet  it  was  a 
hard  trial,  and  you  suffered  cruelly.  I would  fain 
give  back  some  of  the  lost  brightness  to  your  life. 
Tell  me,  have  I still  the  power?” 

Ah!  could  she  ask?  The  fervor  with  which 
George  clasped  his  beloved  to  his  heart  spoke  the 
reply  before  his  lips  could  frame  it.  Again  his 
arms  were  round  her;  again  she  listened  to  his 
words  of  love,  as  she  had  listened  years  before.  In 
those  early  days  she  had,  indeed,  known  nothing  of 
the  keen,  surpassing  joy  she  had  since  tasted, 
when,  folded  to  Arno’s  breast,  she  had,  as  it  were, 
been  lifted  to  the  very  pinnacle  of  human  bliss — 
when,  in  a few  short  hours,  she  had  lived  through 
a life-time  of  felicity — alas ! quickly  to  be  plunged 
into  a very  abyss  of  woe,  and  taught  the  lesson  of 
life’s  misery. 

Bitter  had  been  the  trial  through  which  she  had 
passed;  but  once  again  a warm,  cheering  ray  fell 
on  her  path,  like  sunshine.  Gabrielle  would  have 
been  no  true  woman  if  it  had  not  gladdened  her 
heart  to  find  herself  thus  truly,  faithfully  loved, 
and  it  is  a well-established  truth  that  happiness  be- 
stowed on  another  brings  its  reward  to  the  giver! 

Without,  the  landscape  lay  flooded  in  sunlight — 
the  broad,  gleaming  lake,  the  blue  mountains  in  the 
distance,  all  sparkling  in  the  noonday  beams.  Even 
so  before  the  plighted  pair  the  unclouded  future 
stretched  rich  in  hope  and  fair  in  promise,  a long 
series  of  gladsome  happy  days.  All  around  was 
so  sunny  and  bright  and  clear— and  yet  in  this  hour 
of  her  betrothal  a shade  fell  on  Gabrielle.  Was 
there  magic  in  the  air  about  her?  Faint  rumors 
reached  her  ears,  whispered  messages  telling  of  a 
moonlight  night,  and  borne  over  from  a distance. 
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there  came  to  her  the  even  sound  of  flowing  water, 
the  low  rippling  murmur  of  a spring. 

For  a moment  all  the  golden  sunshine  vanished, 
blotted  out  by  a tear. 

Gabrielle  felt  that  life  and  love  were  given  back 
to  her,  but,  remembering  the  price  paid,  she  felt 
too,  that  love,  life,  and  happiness  were  dearly 
bought  I 


[the  end.] 
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No.  41 -BEAUTIFUL  RIENZI,  by  Annie  Ashmore 25 

No.  40 — AT  A GIRL’S  MERCY,  by  Jean  Kate  Ludlum 25 

No.  39— MARJORIE  DEANE,  by  Bertha  M.  Clay 25 

No.  38— BEAUTIFUL,  BUT  POOR,  by  Julia  Edwards 25 

No.  37— IN  LOVE’S  CRUCIBLE,  by  Bertha  M.  Clay 25 

No.  36— THE  GIPSY’S  DAUGHTER,  by  Bertha  M.  Clay 25 

No.  35— CECILE’S  MARRIAGE  by  Lucy  Randall  Comfort 25 

No.  34— THE  LITTLE  WIDOW,  by  JuHa  Edwards * 25 

No.  33— THE  COUNTY  FAIR,  by  NeU  Burgess 25 

No.  32— LADY  RYHOPE’S  LOVER,  by  Emma  G.  Jones 26 

No.  31— MARRIED  FOR  GOLD,  by  Mrs.  E.  Burke  CoUins 26 

No.  30— PRETTIEST  OF  ALL,  by  Julia  Edwards 25 

No.  29— THE  HEIRESS  OF  EGREMONT,  by  Mrs.  Harriet  Lewis 26 

No.  28— A HEART’S  IDOL,  by  Bertha  M.  Clay 26 

No.  27— WINIFRED,  by  Mary  Kyle  DaUas 25 

No.  26 — FONTELROY,  by  Francis  A.  Durivage 25 

No.  25— THE  KING’S  TALISMAN,  by  Sylvanus  Cobb,  Jr 26 

No.  24— THAT  DOWDY,  by  Mrs.  Georgie  Sheldon 25 

No.  23— DENMAN  THOMPSON’S  OLD  HOMESTEAD 25 

No.  22— A HEART’S  BITTERNESS,  by  Bertha  M.  Clay 25 

No.  21 — THE  LOST  BRIDE,  by  Clara  Augusta 25 

No.  20 — INGOMAR,  by  Nathan  D.  Urner 25 

No.  19 — A LATE  REPENTANCE,  by  Mrs.  Mary  A.  Denison 25 

No.  18— ROSAMOND,  by  Mrs.  Alex.  McVeigh  Miller 25 

No.  17 — THE  HOUSE  OF  SECRETS,  by  Mrs.  Harriet  Lewis 26 

No.  16— SYBIL’S  INFLUENCE,  by  Mrs.  Georgie  Sheldon 25 

No.  15 — THE  VIRGINIA  HEIRESS,  by  Mrs.  May  Agnes  Fleming 25 

No.  14— FLORENCE  FALKLAND,  by  Burke  Brentford 25 

No.  13 — THE  BRIDE-ELECT,  by  Annie  Ashmore 85 

No.  12— THE  PHANTOM  WIFE,  by  Mrs.  M.  V.  Victor 2b 

No.  11 — BADLY  MATCHED,  by  Mrs.  Helen  Corwin  Pierce 25 

No.  10 — OCTAVIA’S  PRIDE,  by  Charles  T.  Manners 25 

No.  9— THE  WIDOW’S  WAGER,  by  Rose  Ashleigh 25 

No.  8— WILL  SHE  WIN?  by  Emma  Garrison  Jones 25 

No.  7 — GRATIA’S  TRIALS  by  Lucy  Randall  Comfort 26 

No.  6— A STORMY  WEDDING,  by  Mrs.  Mary  E.  Bryan ’ 25 

No.  6-BRUNETTE  AND  BLONDE,  by  Mrs.  Alex.  McVeigh  Miller 25 

No.  4 — BONNY  JEAN,  by  Mrs.  E.  Burke  Collins 25 

No.  3— VELLA  VERNELL;  or,  AN  AMAZING  MARRIAGE,  by  Mrs.  Sumner 

Hayden 25 

No.  2 — A WEDDED  WIDOW,  by  T.  W.  Hanshew 25 

No.  1 — THE  SENATOR’S  BRIDE,  by  Mrs.  Alex.  McVeigh  Miller 25 


These  popular  books  are  large  type  editions,  well  printed,  well  bound,  and 
In  handsome  covers.  For  sale  by  all  Booksellers  and  Newsdealers ; or  sent, 
postage  free,  on  receipt  of  price,  25  cents  each,  by  the  publishers, 

STREET  & SMITH, 

25  to  31  Bose  Street,  New  York 


P.  O.  Box  2784. 


THE 


No.  1— WOMEN’S  SECRETS;  or,  How 

TO  BE  BEAUTIFUE.  . . -25 

No.  2— MILL’S  UNIVERSAL  LETTER- 

WRITER 25 

No.  3— HERRMAN’S  BLACK  ART  . 25 
No.  4— SELECT  RECITATIONS  AND 

• READINGS 25 

No.  5— ZOLA’S  FORTUNE-TELLER.  . 25 
No.  6— BOOK  OF  KNOWLEDGE.  . 25 
No.  7— ZOLA’S  DREAM  BOOK.  . . 25 
No.  8— THE  MODERN  HOYLE.  . . 25 
No.  9— HERRMAN’S  TRICKS  WITH 

CARDS 25 

No.  10— HELLER’S  HAND-BOOK  OF 

MAGIC  AND  ITS  MYSTERIES.  25 

No.  II— THE  COMPLETE  ANGLER.  . 25 
No.  12— CAMPBELL’S  LAWN  TENNIS.  25 
No.  13— AQUATIC  GUIDE;  or,  Yacht- 
ing AND  Sailing.  . . *25 

These  popular  books  are  large  type  editions,  well  printed,  well 
bound,  and  in  handsome  covers.  For  sale  by  all  Booksellers  and 
Newsdealers;  or  sent,  postage  free,  on  receipt  of  price,  25  cents, 
by  the  publishers,  STREET  & SMITH, 

25,  27,  29  and  31  Bose  Street,  New  York. 


Issued  weekly.  Price,  5 cents  per  copy. 

No  other  five-cent  paper  gives  such  a high  grade  of  reading  matter 
suitable  for  readers  of  all  ages.  It  contains  stories  of 

ADVENTURE  AND  TRATE^  ENTERTAINING  AND  INSTRUCTIVE  ARTICLES, 
HUMOROUS  SKETCHES,  of  a I’eflned  nature,  SERIES  OP  SHORT  TALKS 
WITH  THE  BOYS,  describing-  the  character  of  Trades  and  Occupations, 
ATHLETIC  SPORTS,  SHORT  SCIENTIFIC  ITEMS,  EXCHANGE  COLUMN 
HUMANE  SOCIETY,  PUZZLES,  PRIZES,  PREMIUMS,  Etc. 

Among  the  contributors  will  be  found  the  following  popular  names: 

HORATIO  ALGER,  JR.,  OLIVER  OPTIC,  HARRY  CASTLEMON,  EDWARD  S. 
ELLIS,  .TAMES  OTIS,  MAX  ADELER,  GEORGE  H.  COOMER,  LIEUT. 
LIONEL  LOUNSBEURY,  WM.  H.  THOMES,  CHARLES  W.  FOSTER,  JOHN 
R.  CORYELL,  LIEUT.  JAMES  K.  ORTON,  WALTER  MORRIS,  W.  B. 
LAWSON,  ARTHUR  SEWALL. 

The  illustrations  and  typographical  appearance  of  GOOD  NEWS 
are  in  keeping  with  the  high  literary  merit  of  its  contents. 


is  a sixteen-page  paper,  and  is  growing  rapidly  in  circulation. 

We  will  send  you  No.  1 to  No.  10  GOOD  NEWS  inclusive  for  10 
cents,  as  samples.  Address 

P.  O.  Box  2734.  GOOD  NEWS,  31  Bose  street,  N.  Y. 


THE  BEST  AND  BRIGHTEST 


UNANIMOUSIiY  ACKNOWI.EDGED  TO  BE  THE 

GREATEST  STORY  AND  SKETCH  PAPER. 


FOR  SALE  BY  ALL  BOOKSELLERS  AND  NEWSDEALERS* 

BY  MAIL,  $3  A YEAR,  POSTAGE  FREE. 

STREET  & SMITH,  Publishers, 

25  to  31  Rose  Street,  New  York. 
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Xt7E  pi^Ifni^OSE  5EI^IES 

O JP 

WORLD’S  BEST  FICTION, 

Comprising  translations  of  the  best  foreign  fiction,  together  with  the 
works  of  popular  Euglisli  and  Aiiierioaii  Authors. 


I— Another  Man’s  Wife.  By  Bertha  M.  Clay..  50 

2 The  Belle  of  the  Season.  By  Mrs.  Harriet 

J^ewis 50 

3 Doctor  Jack.  By  St.  George  Bathboriie 50 

4 Kathleen  Douglas.  By  Julia  Truitt  Bishop...  50 

5 -Her  Royal  Lover.  By  Ary  Ceilaw  50 

6 Jose.  By  Otto  Buppiiis 50 

7- His  Word  of  Honor.  By  E.  Werner  50 

8 A Parisian  Romance.  By  Octave  Feuillet 50 

9— A Woman’s  Temptation.  By  Bertha  M.  Clay  50 

lO  Stella  Rosevelt.  By  Mrs.  Georgie  Sheldon 50 

I I— Beyond  Pardon.  By  Bertha  Clay  50 

12  Lost  A Pearle.  By  Mrs.  Georgie  Sheldon  50 

I 3— The  Partners.  By  Alphonse  Hamlet  50 

14  Sardou’s  Cleopatra.  By  Victorien  Sardou 50 

15  The  Lone  Ranch.  By  Capt.  iMayne  Reid  50 

16  Put  Asunder.  By  Bertha  M.  Clay  50 

17— A Social  Meteor.  By  Clement  R.  Marley  50 

18  The  Chouans.  By  Honore  de  Balzac 50 

19  Sealed  Lips.  By  Leon  de  Tinseau  50 

20  Between  Two  Loves.  By  Bertha  M.  Clay...  50 

21— Coralie’s  Son.  By  Albert  Helpit 50 

22  Martha,  the  Parson’s  Daughter.  By  W. 

Heiinburg oO 

23— Jack.  By  Alphonse  Haudet 50 

24  The  Master  of  Ettersberg.  By  E,  AVerner  50 
25-Cerminie  Lacerteux.  By  E.  & J.  de  Goncoairt  50 
26  Under  a Shadow.  By  Bertha  M.  Clay  50 


THE  PRIMROSE  SERIES  combines  the  highest  art  of  book- 
making with  the  best  fiction  that  can  be  obtained.  For  sale  by  all 
Booksellers  and  Newsdealers;  or  sent,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price,  by 
STREET  & SMITH,  PUBLISHERS, 

P.  O.  BOX  2734.  25-31  ROSE  STREET,  NEW  YORK. 


THE  SELECT  SERIES 

OF 

POPULAR  AMERICAN  COPYRIGHT  STORIES. 

No.  84— LOST  IN  NEW  YORK,  by  Burke  Brentford, 25 

No.  83— ABIJAH  BEANPOLE  IN  NEW  YORK  ....1 25 

No.  82 — NOBODY’S  DAUGHTER,  by  Clara  Augusta... 25 

No.  81 — A GODDESS  IN  EXILE,  by  Philip  S.  Warne 25 

No.  80— THRICE  WEDDED,  BUT  ONLY  ONCE  A WIFE,  by  Mrs.  Sheldon 25 

No.  79 — THE  GAY  CAPTAIN,  by  Mrs.  M.  V.  Victor 25 

No.  78 — VASHTI’S  FATE;  or,  PURIFIED  BY  FIRE,  by  Helen  Corwin  Pierce..  25 

No.  77 — THE  THREE  BLOWS,  by  Karl  Drury 25 

No.  76 — A PROUD  DISHONOR,  by  Genie  Holtemeyer 25 

No.  75 — THE  WIDOWED  BRIDE,  by  Lucy  Randall  Comfort 25 

No.  74 — THE  GRINDER  PAPERS,  by  Mary  Kyle  Dallas 25 

No.  73— BORN  TO  COMMAND,  by  Hero  Strong 25 

No.  72 — A MODERN  MIRACLE,  by  James  Franklin  Fitts 25 

No.  71-,THE  SWEET  SISTERS  OF  INCHVARRA,  by  Annie  Ashmore 25 

No.  70 — HIS  OTHER  WIFE,  by  Rose  Ashleigh 25 

No.  69 — A SILVER  BRAND,  by  Charles  T.  Manners 25 

No.  68— ROSLYN’S  TRUST,  by  Lucy  C.  LUUe 25 

No.  67— WILLFUL  WINNIE,  by  Harriet  Sherburne 25 

No.  66— ADAM  KENT’S  CHOICE,  by  Humphrey  Elliott 25 

No.  65 — LAURA  BRAYTON,  by  Julia  Edwards 25 

No.  64— YOUNG  MRS.  CHARNLEIGH,  by  T.  W.  Hanshew 25 

No.  63 -BORN  TO  BETRAY,  by  Mrs.  M.  V.  Victor 25 

No.  62— A STRANGE  PILGRIMAGE,  by  Mrs.  J.  H.  Walworth 25 

No.  61 — THE  ILLEGAL  MARRIAGE,  by  Hon.  Eveljm  Ashby 25 

No.  60— WON  ON  THE  HOMESTRETCH,  by  Mrs.  M.  C.  Williams 25 

No.  59— WHOSE  WIFE  IS  SHE?  by  Annie  Lisle 25 

No.  58 — KILDH'JRM’S  OAK,  by  Julian  Hawthorne 25 

No,  57— STtPPING-STONES,  by  Marion  Harland 25 

No.  56— THE  DAUGHTER  OF  THE  REGIMENT,  by  Mary  A.  Denison 25 

No.  55— ROXY  HASTINGS,  by  P.  Hamilton  Myers 25 

No.  54— THE  FACE  OF  ROSENFEL.  by  C.  H.  Montague 25 

No.  53— THAT  GIRL  OF  JOHNSON’S,  by  Jean  Kate  Ludlum 25 

No.  52— TRUE  TO  HERSELF,  by  Mrs.  J.  H.  Walworth 25 

No.  51— A BEAUTIFUL  WOMAN’S  SIN,  by  Hero  Strong 

No.  50— MARRIED  IN  MASK,  by  Mansfield  Tracy  Walworth 25 

No.  49-GUILTY  OR  NOT  GUILTY,  by  Mrs.  M.  V.  Victor 25 

No.  48-THE  MIDNIGHT  MARRIAGE,  by  A.  M.  Douglas 25 

No.  47 — SADIA  THE  ROSEBUD,  by  Julia  Edwards 25 

No.  46— A MOMENT  OF  MADNESS,  by  Charles  J.  Bellamy 25 

No.  45 -WEAKER  THAN  A WOMAN,  by  Charlotte  M.  Brame 25 

No.  44 -A  TRUE  ARISTOCRAT,  by  Mrs.  Georgie  Sheldon 25 

No.  43 — TRIXY,  by  Mrs.  Georgie  Sheldon 25 

No.  42— A DEBT  OF  VENGEANCE,  by  Mrs.  E.  Burke  CoUins 25 

No.  41 -BEAUTIFUL  RIENZI,  by  Annie  Ashmore 25 

No.  40— AT  A GIRL’S  MERCY,  by  Jean  Kate  Ludlum 25 

No.  39— MARJORIE  DEANE,  by  Bertha  M.  Clay 25 

No.  38— BEAUTIFUL,  BUT  POOR,  by  Julia  Edwards 25 

Tliese  popular  books  are  larire  type  editions,  well  i>rinted,  well  bound,  and 
in  bandsouie  covers.  For  sale  by  all  Booksellers  and  N(*wsdealers  ; or  .sent, 
postiKjc  free,  on  receipt  of  piiee,  25  cents  each,  by  the  publishers, 

STREET  & SMITH, 

25  to  31  Rose  Street,  New  York. 


P.  O.  Box  2734. 
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